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AUTHOR S NOTE 

The attention of rt'aders, and especially of those 
who served contemnorarieously wdtli the authoi in 
Austria, is drawn to the fact that the events 
described in this novel, and the cliaractcrs who 
perform them, are enliicly imaginary. In orcler to 
make this quite clear, and to avoid giving olfence 
to hardworking senior and junior officers whom 
the author has every reason both to like and to 
respect, the method tif military government, as 
regards both the British Zone of Austria and the 
quadripartitely administered < ily of Vienna, has 
been left deliberately vague or confused. Sneh 
foibles and frailties as are exhibited by the persons 
who lake part in lliis invention originated in the 
brain of the author, who, feeing imperfect himself, 
is only too able to manulaclure impel fection. 
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Ilya pru dc vrais chrctiens, je dis niome pour la 
foi. II > <11 a birn qui croicnt, mais par superstition ; 
iJ y rn a birn qui ne rroient pas, mais par liberti- 
na^(‘ : p<‘u soiiL cntrc deux. 

rAsc. \L : Pensees sur la religion el la morale 


( 'on// ssons la \rritr : qui tiieroit dr rainier, inrsme 
IrLMtinie, ( ( iilx cpii man bent par seul zrle d’uiie 
all(‘( lion rrlimeusf*, rt encores reulx qui rcgardtmt 
‘unilemciU la ])!oleclion dis loix dc Iciir pais, ou 
s(‘i\i(/* de ])rvn((\ il n\n sc auroil l'>astir uur 
< orn])arnic d/' I’ar riK's romplrttc. 
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‘"now 
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Brigadier Catlock had signalled for Colonel Nicobar 
to come np to Vienna at once and help him to rehabilitate 
Austria and, deep in the panting heart of Rome, the colonel 
was having one last read through the ])ai)ers in his in-tray 
just in case somebody from a higher level than the brigadier 
should have ordered liini to go to Athens instead. On that 
morning in August, 1915, how(*ver, then' \v(Te only the 
customary reams of routine, some of them slightly 
anachrorious. 

‘ IVansport, motor radiators of,’ thf‘ c'olonel read without 
astonishment, ‘ anti-fiec/c measures w ill no longer 1)C taken.’ 
‘Campaigns \\ill, as far as possible, he arranged to coincide 

with non-mal«u ions seasons Only tlie feitiah' mosquito 

desires blood. Owing, however, to the irnp(>ssibility of 
distinguishing between the male and the lemale mosquito it 
will be necessary to destroy am. mosquitos.’ 'J'he colonel, 
accustomed by thirty years’ service to the scrij)tures of 
strategists and ([uartermasters, did not smile. Nor did he 
smile when lie read in a n(‘ws]>a])er which ])arroted to per- 
fection tlic imperfections of the home ])iess: ‘Atom Bomb, 
Greatest Ever, Used on Ja])s,’ and ‘Sky Hotels Pkinncd to 
Fly World Routes.’ Imr, despite his calling, the colonel was 
reflectiv'c cnougli to wonder sometim^'s whetJier the four 
freedoms could ever be secured by dynamite and whether 
progress was synonymous with propulsion. 

No such uncertainties appeared to exist in the mind 
of Brigadier Catlock when, five minutes latei his voice 
came crackling through from Vienna, on a rickety line: 

‘Catlock here, Nicobar. Get my signc.1.^’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘In that case, what are you doing in your office? You 
ought to have been on your way hours ago.’ 
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signal only came last night, sir, and I had all sorts 
^rarrangements to make.’ 

‘Full colonels oughtn’t to have to make arrangements, 
Nicobar,’ the brigadier’s voice said, with a rasp of repri- 
mand. ‘That’s what they’ve got gee two’s for. What’s the 
answer to tliat one, eh?’ 

‘There is no answer to that one, sir,’ the colonel said, 
knowing that there was no use arguing with brigadiers, 
especially when they were younger than you were. When he 
had been a conij)any-commander at Mons, Brigadier Cat- 
lock had still been at Marlborough, sucking sticky sweets 
and camng his initials on desks; and, when he had been a 
major at the War Office, the brigadier had been a company 
commander in the Buffs, splitting his infinitives in one of 
Empire’s most forlorn fortresses. That was what the brig- 
adier lound it so hard to forgive him ; nothing failed like 
success. 

‘There isn’t, is thcie ? ’ The brigadier made his voice more 
pleasant, disposed towards generosity now that he had been 
put wrongly in the right, ‘Well, I still don’t see any reason 
why yon shouldn’t come by road provided you don’t stop 
to swan in Venice.’ 

‘You may count on me, sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘I liO])e so, Nicobar,' the brigadier said. ‘I'here’s a hell 
of a flap on here al)out everything from gas-works to foreign 
cxcJiange and evcryl)ody seems to be making a nonsense of 
everything as usual.’ 

The brigadier rang off, leaving the colonel in a very bad 
temper indeed. 

‘Where’s Senior Subaltern Qiiail?’ he shouted at the 
closed door. 

Sergeant Moonlight came in and stood blinking at the 
colonel. 

‘Did you say anything sir?’ he asked. 

‘I didn’t say; I shouted,’ the colonel said. ‘I asked where 
Senior Subaltern Quail was.’ 

‘I expect she’s downstairs ’aving a cup of tea, sir,’ 
Sergeant Moonlight said. 
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‘You do, do you?’ tUc colonel snorted. ‘Do you know 
this, Moonlight? I someti.i'es think that if it hadn’t been for 
the British soldier’s inveterate habit of swilling his belly with 
tea in the middle of the morning and the afternoon the War 
would have been won two years sooner. And the danger’s 
not over and done with yet by any means. Some day you 
may have reason to realize the truth of iiiy words, Moon- 
light, down a salt mine in Siberia.’ The colonel’s wrath sank 
as quickly as it had risen, because he didn’t really like being 
rude to people, especially to his subordinates, who couldn’t 
answer back. ‘Sorry for being stuffy, Moonlight,’ he said, 
‘but if there’s one thing I can’t stand it\s slackness.’ He 
smiled at the sergeant, wondering what it must feel like to 
wonder what it must feel like to be an officer. 

‘ Perhaps it’s not slackness Miss Qiiail being out to ’ave a 
cup of tea, sir,’ Sergeant Moonlight said. ‘Perhaps it’s jfist 
fate.’ 

‘Perhaps you’re right,’ the (olonel said. ‘Perhaps it’s just 
fate.’ 

They stood smiling at each other in silence, at ease in 
their unspoken loyalty to a semi-undei stood cause. In the 
twenties and thirties, when other men had been thinking 
about making money, the colonel and the sergeant had both 
been soldiers, thinking about being soldiers; and in the 
fifties, when other men were again thinking about being 
soldiers, the colonel and the sergeant would still be soldiers, 
protecting the profiteers while they prepared the next 
catastrophe, from which the soldiers would again have to 
extricate them. Across their meditatiorx the bells of Rome 
pealed out in the hot noonday. 

‘’Is ’Oliness the Pope singing Ab^de With Me^ sir,’ Ser- 
geant Moonlight said. 

‘Sometimes I take j'ather a dim view of the Holy Father 
and sometimes I don^t,’ the colonel said. 

‘I was born a Methodist but my father was an Evan- 
gelitical but when I joined the army I gave up my religions,’ 
Sergeant Moonlight said. 

The door opened and Senior Subaltern Quail entered. 
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She had long silky black hair which shone in a sheen in the 
sunlight. She wore an open khaki shirt, a short khaki sldrt 
and was smoking a cigarette in a green holder. When he 
had first met her the colonel doubted whether she was quite 
a lady, because she neither swore nor drank too much; but 
llie velicmerice with which she was pursued by officers of 
the Brigade of Guards and the I'wcnty-first Lancers had 
speedily reassured him. 

‘Nientc sugar in the cofrcc this morning,’ Senior Sub- 
altern Quail said. ‘Been flogged to the Eytics, I expect.’ 

‘Where's 'fwingo.'*’ tlie colonel asked. ‘The brigadier’s 
rung up already. Wc ought to have started hours ago.’ 

‘1 haven’t a clue luit I expect he’s saying goodbye to the 
marclicsa/ Senior Subaltern Quail said, drawing in the 
little cai mine smudge of her lips. ‘She can say what she 
likes about sticking up for democracy now but I’ll bet she 
was no (Mid of a fascist wlu'ii Mussolini was around.’ 

‘'J’he troulilc with the Lyties is they’ve got no cultural 
education, ma'am,’ Scigeant Moonlight said. 

‘Ihc way tli('y liehavc at times you’d think they owned 
the coiiiitn,' Senior Subaltern Quail said. 

‘Are nou leady to start, Audrey?’ the colonel asked. lie 
would inudi lia\e preferred to call her ‘Miss Quail’, 
l^ecausc he w.is old-fashioned enough to lielieve that 
C^ihristian names o\iglit to be used by ])e()[)lc only when 
there W'as intimacy lietwccn them; but in the Eighth Army 
everyliody s(X‘ined to call one another ‘Bob’, ‘Bill’ and 
‘Mabel’ and it would have be(Mi priggish not to observe a 
convention which had l)ecn consecrated by military success. 

‘ We’ll bundle the kit in the filteen hundrcdw'eight and drive 
round to the niarche.sa’s and pick up l\vingo,’ he said. 

Audrey nodded dully and redundantly pigmented her 
face, gazing moodily into a small silver moon of mirror. 
For Audrey was in love with 1 wingo, wliose real name was 
Major MePhimister, d.s.o., m.c. 

Observing her distress, the colonel patted her kindly on 
the shoulder, 

‘1 shouldn’t let it get me down, if 1 were you,’ he said. 


10 



Audrey gave him a 1 irie^ smile of gratitude. 

The colonel put his red hat on his red hair and marched 
away downstairs and AucP ' y and Sergeant Moonlight fol- 
lowed him. The colonel had lost his left arm on the Menin 
Road in the last war but he carried his stick in his right hand 
with a grand swing to make up for it. On his way downstairs 
he remembered when he’d been in love for the first time at 
sixteen and how she had had long loose brow n hair falling 
down her back and how he’d taken her to see Mr and Mrs 
Sidney Drew at the cinema and how he’d w^alkcd home with 
her through the dark in silence afterwards. At the door of 
her house she’d draw’ii off her silly little blue woollen glove 
and held out a shy hand. ‘Goodnight, Mr Nicobar,’ she had 
said. ‘Thank you so much for taking me out. I’ve enjoyed 
myself immensely.’ ‘Goodniglit, Miss Dale,’ he had said. He 
had never seen her since and sometimes he thought that fee 
must still be in love wath her, because for him she still wore 
long brown stockings and a black l)eaver hat with the brim 
turned up. 

When they got downstairs they found that their kit had 
already been loaded on to the fifteen hundredweight. The 
three orderlies who had been loading it sat on the steps in 
the sun wuth expressions of concentrated witlessness on their 
faces, and did not stand up as the colonel approached. 

‘Middens !’ the colonel roared. ‘Who’s the senior private 
here? Upon my soul I never saw such a lot of unmannerly 
louts in all my life.’ For the colonel could swear wdth 
vehemence and originality when he w^as angry, spilling his 
oaths in a pretty pepper and disproving Talleyrand’s defini- 
tion of swTaring as the means whereby tlie inarticulate gave 
themselves the impression of eloquence. 

The soldiers sprang to attention and stood staring in front 
of them with terrified docility. Impressed by their attrition, 
the colonel remembered that these men had been through 
the battles of North Africa and Italy and that when they 
returned to England the civilians would show them little 
gratitude. In the third class compartments of suburban 
trains and the cheap seats of provincial cinemas their 



heroisms would moulder into anonymous mediocrity. It had 
happened after the last war and it would happen again after 
this war. The smooth men, the safe men, the men that 
crucified Christ for a block of debentures, the men of 
majorities would ride again in limousines with their tinned 
women. 

‘You .see, it’s not me that I want you to salute,* he 
explained, trying to put into words the thoughts which were 
riding across his soul. ‘It’s not because Fm a colonel; it’s 
because I represent authority. And it’s authority that makes 
the world go lound, even a democratic world. Only it’s got 
U) be a good authority. And that’s precisely what we try to 
ha\ c in England : a good authority. A good authority, so that 
we mav govern wisely a good people.’ The colonel floundered 
as he tried to explain the problems that had baffled Aristotle, 
Plato and St T’homas of Aquin to six golliw'og eyes frosted 
with fright. ‘And if the people don’t respect authority, 
authority, even good authority can do nothing for them. 
You must try to gel it into your heads that discipline’s going 
to be as necessary for Britain in peace as in war. And then 
tliere’s tlie question of giving a good example in an ex-enemy 
country.’ From the ]icrplexity on their faces the colonel saw 
that it w as no use continuing. Whatever he said to them, as 
soon as he had turned his back, they would start calling him 
a bastard, ‘All light, then; don’t let it happen again,’ he 
concluded lamely. 

Sergeant Moonlight jumped on to the back of the fifteen 
hundredweight to make sure that the Italians didn’t steal 
the kit or unsciew a wheel when they stopped in a traffic 
block, and the colonel and Audrey got into the staff car. 
Audrey sat in front with the driver so that she could go on 
smoking without annoying the colonel. The three orderlies 
stood to grim attention as they drove out of the courtyard. 

Round the Piazza dcll’Esedra they drove, with the 
American soldiers w^atching the children paddle in the 
fountains, down the Via Nazionalc, past grubby priests and 
barefooted Franciscans, past the crumbling glory of Santa 
Maria in Gosmedin, past the Forum and the Coliseum, up 
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the Aventino and pac^ Srnta Sabina and San Anselmo, on 
and out to where the marchesa had her flat. 

The marchesa was m t on her balcony, but they could 
hear her through the window, squealing away at Twingo : 
^CattivOy cattivo maggiorCy maggiorty eke porco maggioier 

‘The fate that is worse than death and more pleasant than 
plum pudding,’ Audrey said as she climbed the stairs with 
the colonel. 

The marchesa hersell opened the door. ‘Golonello, 
colonello; you have anived just in time,’ she (ried. ‘The 
maggiore is a very knotty buoy, much more porco than 
Ciano although I really had not much to do with him 
because I am always being verv dcmocratica since oh such 
a long time.’ 

Tlie lusts of the flesh were one of the many subjects about 
whicli the colonel had never been able to make up his mijnd, 
disliking equally the condemnations ol ( Icrgymc ii and the 
licence of lechers. He sup]>oscd that the answer wms, as often, 
the via media- love without sex was as unthinkable as sex 
without love and both were compulsions to which men and 
women submitted according to their spirit, clumsily or with 
beauty. 

‘Twingo,’ he said, ‘this is quite intolerable. The brig- 
adier’s just been on the telephone. He’s asking why wc 
haven’t started hours ago.’ 

‘Oh, coloncflo, but you inu‘>t not be angry with fny porco 
maggiore,’ the marchesa said. 

‘Signora, I am not upbraiding the major for dalliance 
but for neglect to comply with an operational order,’ the 
colonel said. 

‘But the war is over, colonello, and the English are going 
to be ever so kind to us poor Italians who were misled by 
that scoundrel Mussolini so I am thinking that there is no 
more need for operational orders,’ the marchesa said, 
shaking her syrup pudding head. 

‘ As far as we are concerned the war has only begun and 
we ought to have started hours ago,’ die colonel said. He 
knew that it W2is really his fault more than the major’s that 
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they hadn’t started hours ago but that only made him 
angrier, although he knew that the expression of his dis- 
temper was unjust. ‘Come on, Twingo, and get your 
goodbyes over.’ 

‘And I hope you haven’t forgotten to leave a tin of 
sardines or a spare tyre on the mantelpiece,’ Audrey said 
not too loudly and not too quietly. 
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Driving along route two the colonel’s hand that wasn’t 
there began to pain him, as it often did when he sat in a 
draught or wIk'u the heat was excessive or a change of 
weather was about to take place. Sharp little red hot stings 
shot down his non-existent fingers, nipj^ing in stabbing 
needles of fire. The colonel never liked to tiilk about these 
pains to people unless they had lost an arm or a leg too 
because he was afraid that they wouldn’t understand. 
Consequently when Senior Subaltern Quail discovered, five 
miles out of Rome, that she had left her gold powder 
compact behind in the hotel and asked permission to turn 
round and drive back and collect it, the colonel was 'too 
intent upon concealing his agony to give expression to his 
discontent. He managed, it is true, to find time between 
jabs to refiect tliat that sort of thing hadn’t happened at 
Festubert, when they had run wars properly, without 
women. 

On the way Ijack into Rome the colonel didn’t think 
about Audrey and he tried not to think al^out his pain 
because he considered it foolish still to be hurl by a wound 
which bad Jiapj^encd nearly thirty years ago. ‘Just a boy,’ 
the full colonel surgeon had said to llie major surgeon when 
they had stopped at the foot of the hospital bed in Rouen, 
watching him lie there with his arm newly off, and he had 
felt terribly angry and insulted because he had been twenty- 
three and a half and had known that he was really quite old. 
‘Don’t worry, old chap,’ the full colonel surgeon had said, 
misinterpreting his look of distress, ‘the girls’ll still love you 
just the same,’ and the colonel had smiled then because he 
had wanted the girls to go on loving him ; and the girls had, 
from the blonde V.A. D. who had used to teach him to, tic 
his tie with one hand to the girl w'ith the raven hair in the 
white dress whom he had picked up in Felixstowe and who 
had written down her address for him on the flap of a 
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cigarette packet which he had afterwards thrown away by 
mistake. Thinking about girls was one of the colonel’s 
favourite ways of forgetting the pain in his fingers that 
weren’t there, and now he thought about them hard, all the 
way down the road back into Rome, past the basilica of St 
John Lateran, thinking how much prettier they had been 
than they were now. 

'fhe liolcl at which they had been billeted was now empty 
because most of the military^ governors had flown to Vienna 
tw(^ clays previously, but Audrey crossed the deserted lounge 
with her sup(‘rb wiggle, throwing put her right hip and 
protruding her chin. l‘he colonel and Twingo sat in the car 
and watched her in silence, because the colonel was sulking 
with 'fwingo for having gone to visit the marchesa and 
1 wingo was sulking with the colonel for having rebuked 
him for having gone to visit the marchesa. Soon, however, 
Audrey, having failed to find her compact in her room, was 
back again in the doorway, reprimanding the porter in her 
curried Italian, 

‘ luita Italia molto libidinosa^" she shouted at him and got 
back into the car and slammed the door. 

'I his time as the cai sped out of Rome it was the colonel 
and Twingo who were fiiendly together and Audrey who 
was sulking. The pain w^as beginning to go from the colonel’s 
fingers and he didn’t need to think about girls any longer 
so he thought alx^ut Twingo instead. 

Twingo had had, as the phrase was, a good war. A forty- 
second highlander, he had been taken prisoner in 1940 with 
the 51st Division at Saint- Valery, but had escaped and re- 
turned to England via Spain and Miranda. Then he had 
fought in North Af rica and afterwards he had done things be- 
hind the German lines in North Italy, for which he had won 
a D.S.C). and an M.G. and bar. The colonel had a D.S.O. 
and an M. C. and bar too, and, although he had won them 
in a demode war, he liked to think that they formed a link 
between himself and Twingo whose daring was still new 
enough to be brave. He supposed that Twingo, who was a 
regular soldier, wrould be a general one day, toleratiilg the 

16 



young majors of the next war as he tried to tolerate the young 
majors of this. It was impossible, of course, to tell what 
Twingo thought about the war and the reasons for which it 
had been waged, because Twingo rarely talked about politics 
or religion or literature, but walked about behind his great 
smasher of a desert moustache as though he were thinking 
only of next week’s N. A. A.F.I. spirit ration, as indeed was 
possible. All the same the colonel hoped that there was a 
streak of reflection in Twingo somewhere, because in a sense 
ser\"mg soldiers were priests, and there were very lew priests 
left in the world these days, with everybody out for pelf in 
their pockets. 

At first they drove along the road at a teirible lick, 
because they were anxious to overtake the filteen hundred- 
weight, which the colonel had told to trundle on ahead, so as 
not unduly to delay their joining up with Brigadier Gatlock 
gnawing at his in-basket in Vienna. The colonel didn’t like 
driving quickly, and from time to time he stuck an angry 
face out of the car window, bawling an iinjirccation in 
Hindustani at lorry drivers who manoeuvred their vehicles 
in too close proximity to his. Then on a clear stretch of road 
he relaxed and started to find pleasure in thinking about 
how miserable he was going to be in Vienna, because being 
in Vienna meant meeting anothei bunch of ox-faced soldiers 
he had never seen before, and the colonel didn’t like meeting 
strangers because it always seemed to take a long time to get 
to know them and then there was generally nothing to know. 
But that was what an army career was like in the main, 
rising from second lieutenant to general and never hearing 
or saying anything that mattered, although ol course soldiers 
were much better than stockbrokers, because soldiers were 
chaps and stockbrokers weren’t. 

The colonel was on the point of dropping ofl to sleep on 
this thought, when the driver applied his brakes with a jerk, 
and the car screeched to a standstill, throwing the colonel’s 
belly heavily against the seat in front and his nose into 
Senior Subaltern Quail’s hair. It took the colonel several 
seconds to realize what had happened, and by that time 
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Twingo was out of the car, and standing in the road roaring 
physiological monosyllables at the driver of an eight 
hundredweight Chevrolet, which was drawn broadside on 
across the road at a corner. The colonel jumped out of the 
car and strode out to join Tvvingo, l)randishing his stick. 

‘You horril)le little swashbuckling R. A.S.G. buccaneer,’ 
he shout(^d. ‘Sticking your gret t snout across a road round 
a l)lind comer like that.’ And the notice by the side of the 
load only incensed tlic colonel fuither because it frightened 
him as well : 

DEAD MEN 
GET 


NO 

I I A E ; 
GO SI 0\V 


‘ Heaven shame your perverse and obdurate lieavt,’ he said. 

‘ Yes, sir,’ (he driver of the eight Iiundredweight Chevrolet 
‘said. 

‘Hooky, by Cod,’ a vT>ice from inside the Chevrolet said, 
and a ri])e red face beneath a rijier red hat peeped out from 
the ^^indow of the Cfievrolct. ‘I think Td liavc recogni/ed 
that vocabulary anywliere.’ 

ITe coh)neI, too, would have recognized the rijic red face 
anywher<\ Ibr it belonged to Colonel Humphrey Omicron, 
with wliom he had been at Dunmere, Sandhurst, the Battle 
of the Somme and the Delhi Durbar. 

‘Oh dear,’ said Colonel Nicobar, ‘1 never knew it was 
you, Blinker.’ 

' ‘Nonsense, Hooky,’ said Colonel Omicron. ‘My fault, of 
cours(‘. Cot the dainnt'd truck stuck in the ditch when we 
broke off for lunch and now she’s made a nonsense of it and 
won’t go at all. Well, Hooky, what about giving me a lift 
as far as Florence and then I’ll see if I can get an L. A.D. to 
run out and tow this chap in ? ’ 

Although he forced himself to extend the invitation with 
a smile, Colonel Nicobar was not pleased at the prospect of 
driving all those kilometres in his friend’s company, because 
he wanted to unravel idly threads of interesting memories 
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and he knew from p^^st ''xperience that no officer in His 
Majesty’s Brigade of Guards could talk balderdash more 
fluently than old Blinker. 

There was a bit of a squash with three of them sitting in 
the back of the car but Colonel Omicroii did not seem to 
mind and he started in right away. 

‘Come to think of it now don’t think I’ve seen you since 
we were both up before the G.O.C. in G. for that last spot 
of bother,’ he said. 

‘You mean about the iron rations,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘No, I mean about the floor polish,’ Colonel Omicron 
said. ‘When Carruthers Twigglc Carruthers in the Skins 
that is not Boggle Carruthers in the Fogs because that’s his 
brother when old 1’ wiggle indented for twenty tins of floor 
polish and some l)abu wrote down twenty tons of floor 
polish and the D.A.D.S.T. kicked up about the transjwrt 
and we both got a rocket from tlic old man.’ 

Colonel Nicobar said that he remembered but lie wasn’t 
quite sure. I’hcrc had l)cen, in Jiis military earcer, so many 
spots of bother and so many rockets that he sometimes 
found it hard to disentangle them and to remember by whom 
and when lie had been rebuked, liy Field Marshal Haig in 
the last war or by Field Marshal Montgomery in this. 

‘And what are you doing now?’ Colonel Omicron asked. 

‘I’m on my way to join Catlock in Vienna/ Colonel 
Nicobar said. ‘He’s a Ijrigadier now, you know.’ 

‘Well upon iny word,’ Colonel Omicron said. ‘And 
what’s he a brigadier about?’ 

‘Military government, I believe, in fact I know,’ Colonel 
Nicobar said. 

‘Hasn’t a clue of course,’ Colonel Omicron .said. ‘Never 
did have. I remember him as subaltern in the Cireen 
Howards.’ 

‘Buffs, you mean.’ 

‘No, Hooky, I mean the Green Howards. Lieutenant 
C. M. V. Catlock didn’t transfer to the Buffs till 1919 and 
he was a captain then.’ 

‘ Perhaps you’re right. What you doing. Blinker ? ’ Colonel 
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Nicobar asked the question out of politeness because he 
didn’t really care what Colonel Omicron did, so long as it 
wasn’t with him. 

‘Oh, I’m off to see a cad in Padua about a job in Wel- 
fare,’ Colonel Omicron said. 

Twingo did not attempt to take any part in the con- 
versation because he was only a major and majors didn’t 
talk to full colonels they didn’t know unless the full colonels 
whom tliey didn’t know spoke to them first. Audrey, how- 
ever, although only a senior subaltern, was restricted by no 
such etiquette, because Audrey was a pretty girl and even 
full colonels were human. 

‘ I believe I knew a girl who knew you at A. A. I., sir,’ she 
said, slanting her green eyes at him and fluttering her eye- 
lids. ‘A girl called Mary Smith. It’s funny my remembering 
her because of course I’ll never forget her.’ 

‘I'he Ciloucestcrshire Smiths, of course.^’ Colonel 
Omicron said. 

‘Shropsiiire, sir, I think,’ Audrey said. 

Colonel Nic obar smiled sideways at the notices painted 
on the ends of houses which read: morte al monarco 
and, through a smear of transparent whitewash: un 
POPOEO I’ORri' NON PITO VIVERE SENZA SPAZIO. He 

could lead a little Italian, but it was Colonel Omicron who 
was amusing him and not the sight of the cominuiiist and 
the fascist slogans side by sid^Kor obvious from the 

way tlial lie was poppiffg his 'eyes Blinker was 

falling for Audrey in a big way ; and a few kilf^etres further 
along the dusty road Audrey w^ no longer cal\ng him ‘sir’ 
and ^vas telling him ^II abouf^onleana ho\\utlie frescoes in 
the Sistine chapel w^re l\j,n anA how” sh§%ad tAd the Pope 
that she didn’t think tjle apostolic succession xczmy mattered. 
Colonel Nicobar didS^ listen much afttr^hat but fell 
contentedly asleep rock^tb^ixyt by of their voices 

and tiie car as it swooped TfclSQj^h jg fe ^tf tfn imer day. 
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They arrived in Vienna four days later, on a Sunday, 
driving through battered streets, with few pedestrians on the 
pavements except batches of grubby Russian soldiers plod- 
ding about with their hands in the pockets of their big 
balloon trousers. Although he had seen lorry loads of them 
while driving through the silent Soviet Zone, the colonel 
continued to watch them with interest, because it was the 
first time that he had observed the Red Army at close 
quarters and he wanted to sec if there was anything in their 
eyes or their bearing which might enlighten him about their 
philosophy. I'hey did not appear, however, apart from the 
peculiarities of their livery, very diff erent from other soldiers, 
trudging along in a despond. In the course of his life the 
colonel had seen many soldiers with that look of apathy on 
their faces: French soldiers, Italian soldiers, American 
soldiers and, in this latter war, even British soldiers. He 
supposed tliat this mask of deliberate thoughtlessness was 
imposed by their calling, which consisted for the most part in 
beingled up the garden by politicians, who spewed great words 
at them about honour and glory and history, which generally 
meant exports, oil and doing the other big-mouthed chap 
in the eye. For they couldn’t ail be fighting all the time for 
civilization, art and religion, and even the least reflective of 
them must, on occasion, observe that his opponents were 
spurred to brave the flying iron by the same sooth cructing 
from different lips. All the same, the colonel had always re- 
spected soldiers, because he had shared their misery in battles 
and knew that their discipline, applied by good men for good 
purposes, was the only thing that could save the world. He 
did not, however, know what to think of the Russian soldiers 
because he did not know what they were thinking about. 

Brigadier Gatlock, however, knew exactly what to think 
of the Russians when they met him at the Park Hotel, 
where the brigadier was staying. 
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‘Capital chaps at bottom although they’re not a bit like 
us really hut then one must remember that their outlook is 
entirely different,’ the brigadier said as he led the way into 
the lounge wJiicli was filled with brass hats having tea in 
the company of a horde of yapping liigh class young women 
whom the colonel rightly concluded to be their personal 
assistants. ‘They do you well too. Gave us a crackerjack of a 
lunch the other day. Lashings (T vodka and no heel taps. 
Of course they’re a little bit difiicult to do business with. 
Say they'll turn up at meetings and don’t because it’s the 
anniversary of some revolution or other and that sort of 
tiling.’ 'I’he brigadier led the w'ay to the table which had 
been sfiecially reserved for him, conscious that his one silver 
lo(k of hair and his badges of rank made him doubly 
eons])iruous. ‘Still, I don't believe they w'ant another war 
any moie than w^e do.’ 

‘It’s .ill u]) w'ith us il they do, sir,’ the colonel said. 
‘'riicr(‘'s no such thing as well'aie in the Russian army. 
'There’s only the cause and thc'y don’t care a damn liow 
many men tlu'y sacrifice to attain it. Old Blinker Omicron 
told me the other day that in the Soviet Army they don’t 
publish casualties below’ the T.uik of lieutcmant-colonel. And 
he ought to kiunv if anybody doc's because he was Colonel 
G.S.I. with 386 Div. at one time.’ 

‘Blinkei's a dim bulb if ever there was one,’ the brigadier 
said. ‘And in my opinion his being Colonel Cj.S.I. with 
386 Div. was largely rcsjwnsible for tlie w^ay the Hun held 
us up at the G(Hhlc line. No, no, Nicobar, tlic Soviets are all 
hunky dory, you can take it from me.’ 

The colonel had better reason than the brigadier for 
knowing that the Russians w^rc hunky dory, for once in 
Jugoslavia, he had w^atched a Soviet division capture in a 
few hours from the Germans a bridge which the 386th 
Division could not have taken in under a week. Down the 
hill those flaxen-haired boys had marched, laughing and 
singing, and the bullets had come tearing at them, smashing 
their tibias, cracking their femurs, opening their bellies, 
gouging their eyes, grounding them, scorching them. As, 
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through his field glasses ic colonel had watched t hem 
swept from the bridge ii t the river it had not seemed t o 
him that they could really be suffering, as he himself li ad 
suffered in 1914, with the big angry red thing up against 
him, and he had had to make an effort of will to understand 
that each ol these boys had died his own death, smash up 
against the Christ he didn't believe in, with his bowels 
gushing out over his bools as he thought for the last time (>r 
his mother, and with liis hair still young in the sun. And 
still others had come on, laughing and singing, as the\ 
marched to kill and to be killed by other boys with lineless 
faces, because it was sweet and decorous to die for one's 
country. Yes, the Russians wcic hunky doiy all right, 
provided they w'ere fighting on the same side as you were. 

Senior Subaltern Qiiail, wdio hadn’t had much oppor- 
tunity for conversation since Colonel Omicion had dropped 
off' to see liis cad friend at Padua, thought tliat it was about 
time that she expressed an opinion. 

‘After all, I exjiect it’s really a question of politics, isn't 
it, sir?’ she said, exquisitely fluttering her eyelashes. 

The brigadier turned to regard her with interest. 

‘You’ve put the whole matter in a nutshell,’ he said. 
‘Politics, that's wdiat’s at the bottom of the matter.’ 

‘It’s wTat’s the matter with the whole world, sir,’ 

1 \\ingo said, lor Twingo could be intelligent when he liked. 
‘Communists and fascists instead of Catholics and Protes- 
tants. The old fanaticisms blowing the old unreasoning 
hatred through new^ channels.’ 

The colonel rather liked Twingo wiien he talked like 
that, because it made him think that he wasn’t the only 
soldier who bothered about ideas. 

‘And yet it isn’t such an unhealthy division because after 
all It is more healthy to squabble about theories than about 
possessions,’ the colonel said. ‘It’s all nonsense to say that 
men should be Britons and Frenchmen and Russians first 
and communists and Christians and fascists afterwards. 
They should be communists and Christians and fascists 
first and Britons and Frenchmen and Russians afterwards, 
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for it is only by making a philosophy and not a nation 
prevail that we shall ever attain universal peace. That’s 
why this war’s decided nothing, really, because it was 
fought for national survival and not for philosophical pene- 
tration.’ 

‘1 rouble with you, Hooky, you read too many books,’ 
the brigadier said. ‘ Democratic principles are the only thing 
that matter and as for religion I know the padres have done 
a gocKl job of work but who goes to church these days, 
anyway ’ 

The colonel did not ask the brigadier to define what he 
meant by democratic principles and neither did Audrey, 
who was now all out to capture the brigadier’s interest. 

‘I gave up going to church years ago,’ Audrey said. ‘For 
religious reasons, of course.’ 

‘That’s lunny, Miss Quail; so did 1,’ the brigadier said, 
his eyes beginning to cloud with a hungry desert look. 

The colonel ceased to listen w^hile the brigadier and 
Audrey set about discussing the daring originality of not 
going to church in an age wdien nobody else did. He had 
seen Audrey at work belore and he knew by heart all her 
manoeuvres. Instead he looked round the room at the faces 
of the men who were to be his new colleagues. Most of them 
were brigadiers although some of them were full colonels 
and the airenvolk were there as Vvcll, clustered in groups all 
by themselves, because they had won a diflerent w^ar. Their 
expressions were for the most part unreflective as they sat 
cramming slices of cake beneath their monster moustaches. 
Tlie colonel didn’t think that he was going to like any of 
them very much and wondered, not for the first time, why 
the only times in his career when he had not felt proud of 
being a soldier w'cre when he had been among a crowd of 
other soldiers. Perhaps, though, the faces he was watching 
felt the same way about his, because even brigadiers were 
alone in their bodies, with their souls screwed away dowm 
inside, for nobody but themselves to see. He wished, though, 
that he could have gone on serving with the friends he had 
known in the last war : Armitage who had been killed at 
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La Bass^e, Gregory \/lic had been sniped at Givenchy, 
Sullivan who died in his arms in front of Cambrin, all so 
brave, all so vanished. The sight of the last war medals on a 
few breasts cheered him into hoping that he might find 
among his new colleagues at least a few with whom he might 
be able to exchange ideas, but for the most part the cam- 
paign ribbons he saw began with the 1939-45 star and the 
faces above them were much less lined than his own. So 
bright and arrogant they were, these new ribbons, the 
North Africa, the Italy and the France-Gcrmany star, but 
soon the deeds they symbolized would fade, too, as their 
colours in the sun, and they would become hallowed for all 
men, because they would stand for acts no longer tarnished 
by journalists. 

‘Bigglewick,’ die brigadier was saying into the tilted 
wheel of Audrey’s ear, ‘remember him well. We were*at 
Singapore together in twenty-five and old Biggies swiped the 
last bottle of gin while 1 was up changing. Hollow legs that 
chap had. Gordon’s gm too. Married a title, they tell 
me or someone witli good sound connexions : anyway her 
mother died ni the Ritz.’ 

‘Thundering mediocrity really,’ Audrey said. 

‘Biggies? Of course, he hasn’t a clue,’ the brigadier said. 

‘Daddy says that General Barbecue-Bolton, he’s a great 
friend of the family, sweais lie onre saw him sucking an 
orange on the grandstand at the Aldershot tattoo,’ Audrey 
said. 

‘Doesn’t astonish me in tlic least,’ the brigadier said. 
‘ Still, I flatter myself I’m a man of the world and what with 
the Gestapo and all those boring stories of atrocities one 
reads of I must say nothing shocks me very much any more.* 

‘They weren’t boring to the chaps who suflered them, 
sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘I beg your pardon, Hooky,’ the brig^^dier said. 

But the colonel knew that the brigadier had heard quite 
well what he said. He also knew that he was going to bore 
them by what he was going to say next but he was going to 
say it all the same, even although Audrey was already 
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yawning in anticipation and showing the horse-shoe of her 
lower teeth studded round her pink tongue. 

‘That’s just the trouble really/ he began, hoping to ham- 
mer the ideas that w'crc so real to him behind the brigadier’s 
cold grey eyes. ‘Nobody’s shocked by anything any more: 
we’re not shocked by deceit, cruelty, lust for power, faith- 
lessness, money-grubbing. Indited we accept it as inevitable 
that each and every one of our fellow men should be im- 
pelled only by selfishness. Well, sir, let me say that it’s 
stupid of us not to be shocked, because the continuation of 
our civilization dc'pends precisely upon our ability to be 
shocked, 'fhat’s why we fought the war or perhaps it would 
be more correct to say that tliat was for what they told us 
we were fighting the war. The reason given us for fighting 
the war was tliat we were shocked hy cruelty. The extension 
of tliat cruelty to millions instead of thousands of individuals 
in no way lessened our obligaticm to go on fighting the war 
for the same reason for which we were told that we entered 
it, because each man, w'Oinan or child that sulfcrs and dies, 
suffers and dies alc)ne. Well, we’ve fought against that 
i rucity and wem ; but if our winning is going to mean any- 
thing for humanity at all there are two things that wo must 
not do : the first is to say that that cruelty was excusable 
becaus(' it was univorsal ; and the second is to imagine that 
eoiruption must not be fought against as well.’ 

liic coloiicrs reasoning sounded so irrefutable to liimsclf 
that he thought it must sound irrefutable to the others as 
well, but he was wrong, liccause Twingo w\as the only 
member of his audience whom he saw looking at him with 
any sort of understanding and even he appeared a little 
perplexed. 

‘So many long words, Hooky,' the brigadier said. ‘I've 
always been a great chap for simplicity myself,’ 

‘Well, sir, if you don't mind, I see quite a few friends who 
seem anxious to speak to me/ Audrey said and she rose and 
smoothed out her khaki skirt. 

Audrey spoke the truth. The brigadiers, colonels, 
lieutenant-colonels and majors were all gazing at her with 
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bulging eyes. The bngddic’*, the colonel and Twingo sat and 
watched her for a few moments as she moved about among 
the tables, bestowing the smell of her pigments upon the 
restive soldiery. 

‘Well, Hooky, I expect I’d better explain the form a 
little,’ the brigadier said. 

‘Yes, sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘Yes, sir,’ Twingo said. 

‘As you know, the directive of 1 lis Majesty’s government 
is that we are to rehabilitate Austria,’ the brigadier said. 

‘Yes, sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘Yes, sir,’ Twingo said. 

Brigadier Catlock explained the form and for one whose 
main task had hitherto been the destruction of enemy forces 
he explained it quite well. All Austria had been divided into 
four zones to be administered by the Russians, the Amer- 
icans, the French and the British respectively : the Russians 
were to govern the province of Burgenlaiid and Low^er 
Austria, the Americ ans Upper Austria and Salzburg, the 
French the lyrol and the Vorarlberg, and the British 
Carinthia and Styria ; Vienna itself was to be divided up 
into its Bezirke, each of which would be administered by 
one of the lour powers, the only excepticjii l)eing the lirst 
Bezirk or the Inneresladt, which would be administered 
quadripartitely. The trouble with such a piocedure was, the 
brigadier rightly stressed, that, while it satislied the as])ija- 
tions and jealousies of the four powers, the different motives 
inspiring each power rendered uniformity of government 
almost impossible. In their zone the Russians were openly 
pursuing a policy of revenge and desj)oliation and the 
French remembered that two years previously Austrian 
troops had been occupying France ; in the British and Amer- 
ican zones, on the other hand, the inhabitants were ruled 
with clemency and justice, perhaps with a little bit too much 
clemency, because the brigadier didn’t feci that the Aus- 
trians had been as innocent of w^ar guilt as it was now the 
fashion to pretend. In any case, it was, in the small propor- 
tion in which the colonel and himself would be concerned 
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in the military government of Austria, their duty to at- 
tempt to put the country back on its feet again. All this 
the brigadier said quite well and the colonel listened atten- 
tively, because he knew from past experience that young 
Gatlock could always state a problem neatly. Then the 
brigadier began to talk about team spirit and the colonel 
listened less attentively. 

‘Well, I don’t know about you chaps but I could do with 
a quicky,’ the brigadier said. 

Lined along the bar the other high ups, having just 
finished their tea, wTre having quickies too, and Audrey 
was having one with them, moving saucily from group to 
group. Their uniforms were multiform: some wore bush 
shirts without medal ribbons and others khaki drill shirts 
with medal ribbons; some wore their badges of rank sewn 
on to their shoulder straps, some had their badges of rank 
sewn on khaki envelopes slid over their shoulder straps and 
others wore mclal pij)s and crowns stuck in. Lined along 
the bar they stood, loving themselves, pouring martini and 
sherry and vermouth down their important funnels, good 
chaps chiefly because they weren’t better chaps. Brigadier 
Gatlock stopped still in Ins tight little shorts and watched 
them with distaste. 

‘These fellows and their ridiculous khaki shorts,’ he 
said. 

Golonel Nicobar nodded. Even soldiers were no longer 
what they were : once more the decency of war was begin- 
ning to slip away from tliem and leave in its place the 
beastliness of peace. 

A waiter came up and said ‘good evening’ and the 
brigadier said 'Guten Abend'" back. Then the brigadier 
ordered the drinks, 'fhey all three sat not knowing what to 
say to one another and watching another brigadier trying 
to cram a whole slice of melon into his mouth at once. 
Audrey’s voice came piercingly across a brief general silence 
as, glass in hand, she stood telling a wing commander how 
she intended to treat the Austrians. ‘After all, we’re con- 
querors, aren’t we?’ she said and the wing commander 
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agreed so much that he poured his John Collins down his 
shirt. 

‘Sometimes I think wr didn’t deserx'c to win this war,’ 
Brigadier Catlock said. 

‘Never mind, sir, we’ll lose the next,’ Twingo said. 

The brigadier laughed. There was another silence during 
which the colonel wondered whether he could open up his 
favourite topic about the soldiers on both sides never having 
really known what they had been fighting about but decided 
that he’d better not as he didn’t really know Brigadier 
Catlock very well. 

‘There’s old Tinkle,’ the brigadier said, nodding in the 
direction of a lanky group captain. ‘Let’s ask him over: he 
looks stupid enough.’ 

'Finkle came over and was introduced as Group Captain 
Twillingham. Then he sat down and said nothing and w«nt 
on looking stupid. The silence seemed as though it would 
last for ever. 'I’hen the brigadier laughed and said : 

‘That reminds me, Nicobar: 1 forgot to tell you. You and 
your stall' are billeted in a convent : daughters of the Holy 
Ghost or something they call themselves. That’ll teach you 
to go blinding and blasting about the place. Nuns and 
Nicobar. Ha, ha, damned funny, what!’ 
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GolonelNi COBAR dicln ’ t think it funny at all, because he 
liked doing as he pleased in his mess and turning on the 
wireless as loud as he wanted and shouting at the top of his 
voice when one of the invisible seers said something more 
than ordinarily foolish and he was afraid that such conduct 
might not go down very well in a convent. 

‘Nuns,’ he exclaimed bitterly as with Audrey and Twingo 
he rolled in his car down the Mariahilferstrasse to^vards the 
Innerestadt where the Kongregation der Tochter des 
Heiligen (Jeistes had their convent. ‘Well, one thing’s 
certain and that is that I’m not going to stand any nonsense.’ 

‘I think nulls are fun,’ Audrey said. ‘I had a friend who 
was at a convent once and really she said it w^as wizard and 
that tli(‘ nuns were frightfully broadminded and allowed her 
to make up as much as she wanted to and have masses of 
boy i’riends call and take her out Imt of course slie w^as 
Church of England really.’ 

The colonel said nothing. He was rehearsing the speech 
he was going to make to the Mother Suj)erior or whatever 
she called herself. ‘Look here, Madame,’ he would say, ‘I 
don’t suppose that you like having us here any more than 
we like being here but that’s no reason why w^e shouldn’t 
get on well enough together provided w^e keep out of each 
other’s w^ay.’ And of course there would be religious pictures 
and statues and things. Well, provided one wasn’t too 
brutal about it, perhaps one could persuade the nuns to put 
them c>ut of the w^ay and let a chap stick up a decent stag’s 
head instead and that reminded him that there was good 
hunting in Austria : chamois and all sorts of things. 

Idle colonel was right : there were religious pictures and 
statues in the convent, and Schwester Kasimira was dusting 
one when the colonel rang the front door bell. Tlie statue 
was a statue of the Sacred Heart, and it wasn’t a very 
beautiful one either, but that didn’t make Schwester 
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Kasimira want to replace it by a stag’s head because she 
thought that the Lord was beautiful enough as he was and 
that statues at best were only approximations and even if 
they were ugly they did point the way to heaven and that 
was more than could be said of cinema houses and advertise- 
ments which were generally much uglier still and rarely, in 
her opinion, made any sense at all. Turning from her work, 
she went quietly to the door and opened it. Behind her pale 
blue pillows of incense floated in a beam of sunshine, for 
Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament had just been given 
and the nuns had conic out of chapel and some of the 
incense had come out 'with them. 

'Guten Abends Ilerr Oberst^'' she greeted, with a grave 
inclination of the head. 

' Deuisch nicht gut^' the colonel said, saluting awkwardly. 

' lo park) italiano^^ Audrey said, simulating a look of big 
eyed innocence. 

^ Peut-ehe inoti colonel pa? Ic-t-il Schwestcr Kasimira 

said. 

‘Owi, oui^' said the colonel, fluciuly. 

^E/i bien, ?non colonel ^ justement nans aliendions voire arrivee 
puisqiie Von nou^ V avail d/ja annoncte^ Schwestcr Kasimira 
said. ^ Ei si vous voidie:i bien vous donner la peine de me suivre la 
Reverende mere voudraii avoir Vhonueur de parler un pen avec vans 
avant que voils ne gagniez vos appa?tcmentsV 

‘Eh?’ the colonel said. 

‘I mean that you will perhaps follow me,’ Schwestcr 
Kasimira said. 

They followed her, walking supcrcrogaiively on tiptoe, as 
though afraid to awaken the saints in wliom they had never 
believed. Twice in their progress along the long polished 
corridor they passed small groups of nuns, who bowed back 
at them gravely. From time to time Schwestcr Kasimira 
kept glancing back over her shoulder and beckoning them 
on with a smile which was in her eyes as well as on her lij>s 
and gliding on again noiselessly on the big beehive of her 
ample skirt. 

‘ Reverend Mother will be with you soon,’ she said as she 
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showed them into a parlour which was bare except for a 
crucifix, a table and six uncomfortable chairs. The crucifix 
had a dried palm leaf folded in the form of a cross stuck 
under the I.N.R.I. superscription; the palm leaf had been 
pul there on Palm Sunday and would remain there until 
next Ash Wednesday, when it would be taken out and 
burned and the ashes sineai^d on the nuns’ foreheads, as a 
reminder that even their holy bodies must turn again to 
dust. 

‘I say, she seems rather a poppet, doesn’t she?’ Audrey 
said. 

When Reverend Motlier Auxilia came into the room she 
wasn’t smiling as much as Schwester Kasimira although the 
sun shining on lier glasses gave her an aspect of benevolence. 
She came in witli her hands folded and the rope of her long 
rosary rattling, gave that serious little bow which the other 
nuns had givem them in the coriidor, motioned to them to 
vSeat themselves once more and herself sat down. The broad 
Knmd wheel of lier starched white bib kept luinpling up as 
she spoke and she kept smoothing it down again with her 
fingers. 

‘My colonel,’ she began in fairly flawless Fiencli, ‘you 
and your Ineiids do us Daughters of the Holy Ghost a great 
honour in electing to live under our roof and we trust tliat 
wc shall prove ourselves worthy of that honour.’ 

‘CV 7i*cst pas nous, rnadamc; c\st le major du town, the colonel 
said. 

‘Anyway I’m sure it’s going to be fun,’ Audrey said. 

‘ Perhaps, mademoiselle, not so much fun as you may 
think,* Reverend Mother Auxilia said. ‘You see, our life is 
a life of prayer and while you arc very welcome here and we 
shall do all in our power to make your stay pleasant the life 
of our community must go on. Oh, I know what you are 
thinking,’ she said, reading behind the self-conscicms 
acquiescence on their three faces. ‘You are thinking oi how 
many priests and monks and nuns have prayed in the past 
and of what little good it seems to have done to the world 
with this terrible war just over and millions dead and 

32 



wounded and other millions homeless ; but that is perhaps 
because we have not pravr-i enough or because sufficient 
people have not prayed enough : it cannot be because we 
have prayed, because if everybody in the whole world 
prayed sincerely about the right things there would cer- 
tainly be no more wars.* She smiled as she said this and 
became so beautiful that the colonel thought that he could 
imagine what she had looked like as a young woman. 

^Apres tout nous sornmes after the same thing as you are,* 
the colonel said. 

‘Yes, but are you sure that you are after it so very hard ? ’ 
Reverend Mother said gerftly. ‘ Please do not misunderstand 
me, but I think that tlie trouble of the world is this. It has 
never been easy to obey our Lord's commands, not even 
in the days when all r.uropeans were ChrivStians and djd 
not imagine that just because they could sec planets and 
stars and the iTioon at the end of a telescope Christ had not 
died for their sins and risen from the dead. That was, my 
colonel, the great disservice your niiietcentli-century 
materialists did to the world : to make it more difficult to 
obey the Lord. For there are two ways in which men and 
women obey the Lord : the first is because of love* and the 
second is because of fear and always more have obeyed 
because of the second reason than because of the first. The 
people who foriiieiiy obeyed l)ecause of love still obey from 
love, Init those who used to obey because of what they were 
afraid was going to happen to them in the next world if 
they didn’t no longer do so, because the clever men have 
told them that the next world does not exist and that conse- 
quently after death there is neither reward of virtue nor 
chaistisement of sin. You may not perhaps think that these 
things are very important, but if you wish to save European 
civilization you will be foolish not to think so For the 
terrible thing about tlie modern world is that disobedience 
of God’s commandments carries far more widespread conse- 
quences than it used to carry. Lust of possession and of 
p>ower, lying, thieving, stealing there have always been in 
the world, but in the middle ages their range of effect was 
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less widespread, V^ecause man had not yet learned to counsel 
their practice simultaneously to millions or to destroy 
simultaneously other millions who resisted their particular 
disobedience of (Jod because they wished to carry out 
another themselves. In other words, my dear colonel, I am 
trying to suggest to >oii that there can be a connexion 
between the rocket bomb luiinessed to atomic energy and 
the private nihilisni that there is to-day in most men’s 
hearts and that the only way to ])revcnt our cities crumbling 
for the last time is for iis to turn again and love God with all 
our lieait. So jKThaps it is not so foolish as you think for us 
U) piay, although |^crha])s \ou have an alternative philo- 
sophy to offer Reverend ^vlothcr Auxilia smiled as she 
asked this cjuestion, perhaps to reassure the colonel that she 
w^asn't just trying to be (lever. 

‘You win, Revciend xMother,' the colonel said. ‘Tin 
afraid 1 can’t tell you the answen* to that one.’ 

‘I’m afraid T Jiaven’t a sausage either,’ I'wingo said. 

‘Well, I’rn not going to preach at you any longer, because 
I am sure that 1 have talked too much and badly at that,’ 
Motlier Auxllia said. ‘Do you know, sometimes when I 
think of the unhappiness ol the world, 1 wonder if priests 
and nuns are not greatly nvsponsible lor men and women 
not listening and not obeying more. You sec, vve have such 
a very VNonderlul thing to say and we say it so badly. Shall 
I tell you a truth ? Sometimes when I read h(^ly papers I feel 
like becoming a little worldly myself, because of the big 
pi 1 rases in whic h big truths are stated. For big truths are 
most powerful in little j)lirases, but there I go preaching 
again, and committing the sin of spiritual pride as well, 
because 1 don’t express our Lord’s wisdom very wdsely 
myself. And now if y^ou will allow the community and 
myself to ofler you a slight refreshment?’ 

‘But we shall be dining shortly', Rev^erend Mother,’ the 
colonel said. 

‘Yes, my colonel, but that will not be our business,’ 
Reverend Mother Auxilia said. ‘Our Holy Founder St 
Walburga of Graz was alway'^s most strict that no stranger 
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should come witliin oui gates and not be nourished. I know 
that what we have to oflTer will not be much, but it will be 
-such as wc can offer and a token, I hope, of the charity 
which will always exist between us.’ 

So the colonel and Twingo and Audrey had to drink weak 
tea on top of the martinis and sherry’s they had already 
drunk; and the whole community came crowding in and 
watching them like startled penguins as though they, and 
not the nuns, were the exception to the rule. Schwester 
Kasirnira, however, soon had them all smiling because she 
asked the colonel which was the greater, a lieutenant- 
general or a major-general and Schwester Micliaela told 
her not to let soldiers think nuns were as silly as all that and 
that of course a major-general was greater than a lieutenant- 
general, because major meant 'greater’ in Latin. Then the 
colonel told her that as a matter of lact she was wrong, afid 
that lieutenant-generals were more imj^ortant than major- 
generals, but that she mustn’t mind being wjong, because 
she was quite right about the relation of the words, because 
the army was a topsy-turvy place, and in any case major- 
generals were often cleverer than lieutenant-generals into 
the bargain. Schw'ester Michaela smiled and said that she 
didn’t mind how' wTong she was and apologized to them all 
for having committed the sin of spiritual pride and said that 
the colonel mustn’t really mind the army being a topsy- 
turvy place because the Church was often a topsy-turvy 
place as well, with cuiates and chaplains often holier than 
canons and bishops, but of course that wasn’t quite the 
same, because the Lord was there to guide the Church and 
although she didn’t want to be rude she didn’t think that 
he had always guided the army in quite the same way. 
Then the nuns left them and Reverend Mother said that 
both the nuns and herself would be delighted to see them 
all later at compline and Audrey said that she would be 
delighted although she was afraid she didn’t know what 
compline was but she thought it had something to do with 
praising. 
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The colonel did not go to compline but stood leaning out of 
his bedroom window instead, looking at the lighted windows 
of the chapel sinning through the trees. The nuns were 
singing and their voices came sweetly across the darkness of 
the garden : 

*Tc lucis ante terminum, 

Rerum creator, poscimus 
Ut, pro tua dementia, 

Sis praesul ad custodia’ 

‘'The trouble al)out llicse luins is that they’ve no idea 
what a dirty clog J leally am,’ lu* said. 

‘Qjuite a fortuitous journey wc ’ad really, ’adn’t we, sir; 
nothing really ’appened,' said Sergeant Moonlight, who had 
come round to see that tlie colonel was comfortable. 

The nuns began to sing the Salve Regina and the colonel 
and tlie sergeant stood on at the window and listened. Then 
the singirig ceased but the chapel wdneUnvs shone on out on 
the trees and made the h»*anches look like saints' robes, for 
the nuns \wvrc still praying that (iod would grant them a 
quiet night and a perfect end. 

Then J'wingo came in and was ver) excited. 

‘IVe been at church, and I’ve seen the loveliest girl IVe 
ever .seen in my life,’ he said. ‘She w’as sitting in a sort of 
spec ial tribune j)lace let into the wall like a box in a theatre. 
She liad a face as cool as alabaster and she wore a big white 
hat with a thin black ribbon on it cxiid a white dress and 
long white gloves and she looked awd'ully cold and proud.’ 

‘Perhaps she’ll help you to forget the marchesa,’ the 
ciolonel said. 

Dow^n in the garden the chapel lights went out and the 
branches ol the trees became branches again, but Schwester 
Kasimira was still moving about in the sanctuary, laying 
out the altar cards for the next morning’s mass, when 
holiness would have to begin all over again. 
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‘Such fascinatingly earthy words the colonel uses at times,’ 
Audrey used to say, and, forgetting his piety of the night 
before, the colonel was using them now, fluently feeding 
his discontent into the funnel of the telcplione. For one 
thing, there was as yet no glass in the windows of his new 
office and the draught was making his fingers that weren’t 
there ache; and, for another, Audrey ought to have been 
there to ansv^er the telephone, but, as often, she was out, 
keeping the troops’ morale up by consuming iced cakes and 
coffee in the company of a pop-eyed brigadier. 

‘Look here. Captain Gideon or whatever your name is, 
I don't know you from a bar of soap and I don’t know thSit 
I want to frightfully,’ the colonel shouted, hating his absent 
hand for hurting so much and himself for getting angry so 
easily, 

Audrey came tiptoeing in with a guilty smirk on her face, 
looking elated. The pop-eyed brigadier had just offered to 
give her private lessons in Hindustani and had told her that 
she mustn’t think that he was like the other brigadiers swan- 
ning around because w hat he liked was a Girl with a Mind. 
Noiselessly she i emoved the receiver of the parallel telephone 
from its hook and received the answer to the colonel’s blast. 

‘Quite,’ shesaid. ‘ I’msure the colonel will understand per- 
fectly. Yes, tell the general he can come over straight away. 
The colonel will esteem it an honour to leceive him. Byee.’ 

‘The brigadier is sending a Roumanian general over to 
see you, sir,’ she said to the colonel. 

The colonel grunted and rose from his desk and went and 
stood by the glassless window and tried not to think about 
how his fingers were hurting him so much. Down in the 
courtyard a sw^af*m of German prisoners of war was clearing 
up the rubble into which, during the bombing of Vienna, a 
part of the building had disintegrated. In untidy pale green 
uniforms they shuffled about their task, looking neither very 

37 



wicked nor very virtuous. A few British corporals stood 
supervising them and they didn’t seem very wicked or 
virtuous either but only bored, sharing even the servitude 
of the vanquished. 'I’lie colonel thought as he had thought 
in Cologne after the last war how, when you saw them with 
their faces growing <Ait of their clothes, little different those 
who liad fouglit for the wrong looked from those wdio had 
fought for the riglit and how the hair grew in the same way 
on the heads of the sons ol Belial as on the heads of the sons 
ol (hKl. Beside tlie great round wlicel of a lorry a British 
aii(< a German soldier were showing each other photographs 
of their families. Watching them, the colonel wondered 
a])<>nt war and peace while behind him Audrey sketched a 
new damp red pout on her lips, in case Roumanian g^mcrals 
slionid he inleresU'd in Chris with Minds too. 

i'lie Roumanian general, who was accompanied by a 
Roumanian liciUenaut-colonel and a Roumanian major, 
reacted immediately. Wearing a khaki hat wath an enor- 
mous crown, he advanced towards Audrey’s desk and 
saluted so eiua'getieally that the row^s of little nictal medals 
on his chest tinkled. 

‘ Madeniniu'Ue^je Mils entierement a voite .setvice^^ he said. 

Audrey stuck up the spikes of her eyelasfics, wriggled in 
her l)Ious<‘ and shone a ])eam of understand ie.g on the 
general. 

Wfon ^cnnal. je suu trn fond of the Balkans,’ she said. 
roi.\ ([nc luademoiselle patle adotahlement le franfais,^ the 
general said. 

' I'he colonel, who liad frequently assisted at this sort of 
scene, advanced in bulk from behind his desk to intervene. 

‘Sir, my name is Colonal Nicobar,’ he said. 

‘My respects, colonel,’ the general said. ‘My name is 
General Koposchin and I have with me Lieutenant-Colonel 
Manoschin and Major Polosehiii.’ 

'riie colonel shook liands w'ith the Rofcrnanian officers 
who all sat doAvn and went on looking at Audrey’s legs, 
while Audrey herself stared intensely out over the top of 
the telephone like a sailor trying to sight land. 
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*My colonel, I have come about a very important 
matter,’ General KoposcU* i said. ‘Sixty thousand Roum- 
anian soldiers who fought against fascism are missing. I 
have come to enlist the aid of the Pritish to help to find their 
allies who witnessed so pravely for the ideals oi' democracy.’ 

Mau yai toujours ^^e^^laubt that Roumania fouglit coutte 
the allies,’ Colonel Nicobar said. Muddled by memories of 
so many treacheries, he realized with dismay that he was 
beginning to forget who had fought against whom and for 
what ‘I’m right, aren’t I?’ he asked Audrey. 

‘Of course, sir,’ Audrey said. ‘We declared war against 
Roumania and Hungary the same day. I remember per- 
fectly well because I was hjiichingwith (^^larence de Baibizon 
at the Ritz and Clarence was fearfully interested because 
Clarence is a communist although lie’s not a coinniunj|,st 
really but I’ll never forget what he said although I can't 
remember the exact words now but I know it was frightfully 
political.’ 

‘That’s just the point,’ General Koposchin said. ‘Pritam 
declared war on Roumania but Roumania never declared 
war on Pritain.’ 

‘At heart Roumania was neutral,’ Lieutenant-Colonel 
Manoschin said. 

‘Neutral against whom?’ Colonal Nicobar asked. 

‘All, my colonel, there you have it,’ General Kojioschin 
said. ‘At first Roumania may have been Just a little neutral 
against the Allies but that was because the rogues who 
governed her did not understand the lirincibles of dtmiocracy 
but by the end of the wai although she was a too small 
country to make spectacular gestures Roumania was being 
very neutral against Germany.’ 

‘You see, it is all a question of degree,’ Lieutenant- 
Colonel Manoschin said. 

‘We sometimes think that it is very difficult for Englishmen 
to understand continental bolitics,’ Major Potoschin said. 

‘There are, you see, so many nuances^'' General Koposchin 
said. 

‘Such a lovely word '"nuance'\' Audrey said. 
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‘ I sec that mademoiselle is an exceedingly cultured young 
woman,’ General Koposchin said. 

‘I am sure t\\at mademoiselle must be a great reader,’ 
Lieutenant-Colonel Manoschin said. 

' De limes ires profnnds^ Major Potoschin said. 

^Comme ci, comme ga^ Audrey said. 

The telephone on the colonel’s desk rang. 

‘Nicobar here,’ the colonel said. 

‘Gatlock here,’ the brigadier’s voice said out of a black 
bottle of' invisibility. ‘Come over, will you? I want to speak 
to you.’ 

T he colonel left (he Roumanian general and his ofTicers 
and Audrey to talk about literature and the sixty thousand 
missing Roumanians who liad fought for the four freedoms 
and walked along the street to tlie Imildiiig in w^hich 
HrigaditT Cat lock performed military government. Two 
soldiers with slovenly disinterest on their unlighted faces 
attempuxl to pass him without saluting and the colonel 
bawled at them, telling tJiem tliat they were a disgrace to 
empire, commonwealth, metropolitan England and Wes- 
tern ci\ ili/ation, and then wms very sorry lor tlicm as soon 
as 1 k‘ had rebuked tlieni, because he knew it wasn’t ciny 
grcai shakes b(*iug a ])iivate soldier, even a victorious one, 
witli iifiv cigarettf^s and a bar of chocolate a week free issue, 
'rhcii a miliuuy l)aud started to ])lay bcliind the wall of a 
neighl)ouTing bariacks and the colonel threw out his chest 
and marched j)roiidly, remembering the Menin Road. 

‘The subject is subversive activities, Hooky,’ Brigadier 
Catlock .^aid wdien the colonel walked in aird saluted. Hie 
brigadiei was wearing a new khaki drill tunic and his two 
rows ol' medal ribbons were very clean and bright and he 
swung lound in liis chair so that the colonel might notice 
the smartness of liis attire. Tiieii the telephone on his desk 
went, too, pinging aw^ay shrilly. ‘No, I have it on the 
authority of Ca])taiii Gideon that the Soviets view with 
intense disfavour any proposal to introduce the gold stan- 
dard into Austria,’ he said and put down the receiver. ‘The 
subject is subversive activities,’ he said again. 
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‘ I thought that was the province of G. S. I. (b)/ the colonel 
said. 

‘Nothing’s the province of anybody these days.’ the brig- 
adier said, calling the colonel ‘Nicobar’ instead of ‘Hooky’, 
to show him that he didn’t like being intenoipted. ‘What 
do you think I’d be talking about the gold standard for if 
people had provinces any more? Between you and me 1 
don’t know the difference between the gold standard and a 
bull’s knee and it’s fortunate I’ve got young Gideon to help 
me b^^cause his uncle’s a mining engineer. Makes me laugh 
like a drain when I think of it. We were talking about 
subversive activities, weren’t we? I w^ant you to make that 
your special job, Nicobai. 1 want you rigorously to inves- 
tigate any evidences of subversive activity which you may 
come across and to apprehend the perpetrators and ha^d 
them over to military justice.’ I’he telephone rang agciin 
and the brigadier spoke again, trying out a new fien c lone 
of voice which he had copied from a general in Rome. 'No, 
the British Red Cross may not get olfice luriiiture from 8th 
Army,’ he said and crashed the receiver down again. ‘ I'iiat 
chap doesn’t know whether hc\ sitting on a landmine in 
Tiinbuctoo or on top of a bus in the Jvdgwaie Road,’ he 
said. ‘Subversive activities, Ilooky, you've got to crush 
them ruthlessly.’ 

‘ riie term ‘‘subversive activity” needs definition surely, 
sir,’ the colonel ventured to say. 

‘You’ll be asking me to define “military government” 
nc.\t,’ the brigadier said, angiy again. ‘Look heic*, Hooky, 
don't start making mountains out of mole-hills. Every junior 
commander in the A.d’.S. knows these days tliat “subver- 
sive activities'’ means acting or uttering propaganda against 
democratic doctrines or piinciplc's or whatever you choose 
to call them.’ 

‘Perhaps the trouble with me, sir, is that I am not a 
junior commander in the A.T. S.,’ Colonel Nic:obar said. 
‘Perhaps that’s why I don’t understand. According to the 
balderdash talked by the B. B. G. proj)agandists, democracy 
means all rights and no duties, freedom to lie in bed reading 
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the News of the World on Sunday mornings without having 
to earn tliat leisure by six days’ previous hard work. Ac- 
cording to the l^nnapliroditcs of the microphone, all the 
practices and customs of the ])asl are rcaetionarv^ and rotten 
and all the blue prints for the future arc progressive and 
sound. Well, 1 lor one don't believe it.’ 'bhe memory oi' 
Reverend Mother Auxilia sit^uig in tlie parlour of her con- 
vent talking with lier hands riding like dov(‘s on her lap 
came to the coIojk'] as he sj)oke and enaldcd him to talk 
with more eonvietion, bceame he thought that Reverend 
M()ther Auxilia would uiidcTstand even il Brigadier Gatlock 
didn't. ‘Reloiiii by all uumis l)ut reform from within and 
not liom without. Don't pull d(jwn the whcile hous(‘ because 
the mat Hess on >our bed is uneianiortable. And don't 
imagine tiiat the aveiage sensual man is ea])al)l(‘ ol govi ru- 
ing himsi^n berause he isn't. And if I thought that demo- 
cracy meant l)(‘ing gov'erned by the eomniou lout there’d be 
nothing foi it ])ut to lollow the j)hiloso])hy of Sehopenhaiier 
and go out and cut my throat with a razor in the bloody 
garden,' tii(' colonel coneluded. 

'riie brigadier looked ju'rplexed and slightly shork(‘d 
until th(' lelejihouc bell rang again and brought him back 
to the routine he understood. 

‘Gatloek here,’ he said, ‘Yes 1 did. Loc>k here, (iascoyne- 
Savoy, wh U 1 wanted to say was this; I lieard yesterday 
that one oi' your oHicHTs had been trying to see one of my 
oflieers and 1 want you to understand once and for all that 
this sort of tiling has goi to stop. Tell all your chaps from 
hie that 1 insist on things being deme through the proper 
channels. There are no “bills” about it; it’s an order.’ The 
brigadier replaced the receiver violently. ‘This “old boy 
basis” has gone far enough,’ he said. 'Well, Hooky, what 
were wc talking about?’ 

‘Subversive activities, sir,’ the colonel said. ‘You were 
telling me that it w^as my job to put them dowm.’ 

‘Of course and you were talking some awful cock about 
righteousness,’ the brigadier said and yelped with laughter. 

I’he colonel remembered having read in one of Aldous 
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Huxley’s books about thi awful gulf that could yawn 
between tw^o armchairs and realized with dismay tliat a 
chasm and not a desk separated him from tlie brigadier, 
although they were both soldiers of King’ George, with all 
their led tabs on. 

‘Sorry, Hooky, if I hurt your feelings, but sometimes I 
think you’re inclined to get just a little bit too theoretical, 
if you don’t mind my saying so,’ the brigadier said. ‘Now 
let’s get down to brass tacks.’ The brigadier consulted some 
papers; on his desk, l)lowing the words soundlessly on his lips 
as he read them over. ‘Briefly, the term “subvc'isive 
activities'’ means any act or propaganda contrary to the 
j)olicy of Ills Majesty’s Government or tlie policy of tJie 
Allies of His Majesty’s Government.’ 

‘And if the ])olicy of any of the Allies of His Majesty’s 
(Government is itself contrary to the policy of His Majesty^’s 
Government, what then .^’ Colonel Nicol)ar asked. 

‘Look licre. Hooky, what do you always want to go 
making things difricult lor.^' Brigadier Catlock said. ‘All 
you’ve got to do is to use your loaf although if things get 
really tricky I ejuite realize that you’ll have to put tli(‘m 
up to me for a decision.’ Once again the telephone bell 
rang, and the l^rigadier reached for the receiver, cupping 
it eageily to his ear. ‘No, I was not at the Battle of Alamein 
but I don’t mind coming to the diuTier if the l)Ooze is good 
but for (God’s sake no Austrian giii,’ he said. 

I’his time the l)rigadier spoke for a greater length of time 
on the telephone and the colonel had time to reflect that he 
knew exactly what the brigadier was going to tell him about 
subversive activities. The brigadier was going to say that, 
as His Alajesty’s Government had backed Stalin and 'Li to 
and the Warsaw government, every act or opinion contrary 
to the new totalitarianism at present in practice in these 
countries partook of the nature of subversive activity if not 
of treason and treachery. The colonel remembered what the 
brigadier had said in Rome when the news of Labour’s 
victory in the British elections had first been announced : 
‘Don’t worry. Hooky, old boy, somebody’s got to make a 
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nonsense of things and it had better be those chaps than us/ 
He also remembered what Lieutenant Catlock had said 
about Ramsay MacDonald in September 1924, when 
Labour had got In for the first time : ‘ Of course the man’s 
a cad, Hooky; he’s a Socialist, isn’t he?’ And now the 
brigadier was more Marxist than his new masters, perhaps 
because he was surprised that they had allowed him to go 
on hanging on to the upper branches of the tree. The colonel 
found himself hoping that ^^r Ernest Bevin saw a little 
more clearly from the windows of the Foreign Office than 
his subordinates from the ground. 

‘Now look here, Hooky ; it’s quite simple really,’ the brig- 
adier continued when he had finished his telephone con- 
versation. ‘All you’ve got to remember is this: all activities 
prejudicial to the Soviets and the new Poles and the Jugs 
have got to be stamped out. And of coui'sc the Austrians 
themselves have got to be watclicd : we can’t risk any re- 
crudescence of that Nazi business. Indeed I have it from the 
highest level that H. M. G. would be most annoyed if the 
Austrians started any fbiiny business of that sort.’ I'he brig- 
adier brought his revolving eyes to a standstill and succeeded 
in looking simultaneously both flectingly wise and perman- 
ently threatening. ‘And ifl were you, Hooky, I’d keep my 
eyes on the Displaced Persons wlio arc up to all sorts of 
nefarious dodges, so they tell me.’ 

‘But surely, sir, that is the job of the Displaced Persons 
Division,’ Golonel Nicobar said. 

‘It’s your job, Hooky, I tell you, and if you have any 
trouble with anybody trying to prevent you doing your 
work properly just let me know and I’ll tear a few strips off 
him,’ the brigadier said. ‘In other words in all matters 
regarding subversive activities you’re the chap and you take 
orders from nobody except, of course, from me. Democratic 
dogma, Hooky, that’s what you’ve got to defend.’ 

The colonel wasn’t quite sure if he knew what democratic 
dogma meant, but he didn’t like to ask the brigadier for a 
definition, partly because he didn’t think that the brigadier 
knew either, partly because the brigadier was already talk- 
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ing on the telephone again, this time about whether sand- 
wiches were to }>e ser\ed with drinks at quadripartite 
meetings ; so he put on his hat, saluted and went out. 

When he returned to his oflice the colonel found the 
Roumanian general and his subordinates still looking for 
the sixty thousand loyal Roumanians who had fought on 
the side of the AlUcs, but they didn’t seem to be looking 
very hard, because they were all listening to Audrey who 
was sitting on top of her desk swinging her legs and talking 
world affairs. 

‘ dear general, I’m certain there’s going to be another 
war although I don’t supjjose so really,’ she was telling the 
top of the general’s monster hat. 
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When Schwesicr Kasiinira peeled potatoes she peeled 
them to the greater glory of God, just as her holy mother 
St Weilburga of Graz liad done. Schwester Kasimira had 
beconi(‘ a nun because once when she was a very young girl 
her parents had taken her to t^'e opera in Rome. The opera 
was called La Fotza del Deslino and at the beginning of the 
second art, which represented a Spanish fiesta^ the tenor had 
made the sign of the cross and sung: 'In nomine Patris, et 
Filii, et Spirilus SanetP and then, when prayer was over, had 
raised liis glass and continued : ‘ Viva la buona compagnia,^ 
'The thought had then 0(curied to her that as it was no 
longer easy to be prayerful in a world which had divorced 
])leasurc from Ch^d there was only one solution left and that 
was to be gay in a convent. 

To-night, however, as she peeled, Schwx\stcr Kasimira 
was not l(‘eling j^articularly gay, bec ause she w'as trying to 
resist a t('m])tation to a sin of carnal appetite: that of 
popping one of the potatoes into her mouth and sw^allowing 
it raw. She knew that the potato would never have been 
missed, l)ecause both the Herr Major MePhimister and the 
Fraulcin Ober-Lc'utnaut Qiiail were out to dine and the 
Herr Oberst was dining in alone and could not possibly eat 
all the potatoc\s that tlicre were himself; but the potato was 
a British army j)otato, and Schwester Kasimira knew that 
she had no right to eat British army potatoes, even although 
she had agreed to help the cook for the mess. So she 
i-eminded herselt that Jc‘sus had probably felt very much 
hungrier when he had been fasting in the wilderness and 
listened to the colojiel singing upstairs in his bath, although 
she w^as afraid it w'asn’t a hymn he w^as singing, because the 
words ‘mine’s a gin, dearie’ kept coming in over and over 
again. 

Schwester Kasimira rather liked the colonel, and the way 
his breath often smelled of trifle, which reminded her of 
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when she had been a little girl. She never quite knew what to 
say to him, but she hi ed the way he smiled at her in the 
passage, with his lace all crinkled up and kind-looking and 
his big red moustache wliich reminded her of her own 
father, who hadn’t been a very holy man either, at least 
she had never thought so. But even if the colonel wasn’t 
holy and never seemed to go to church she was sure that he 
didn’t think it silly of her to be a nun, like she sometimes 
thought the Herr Major McPhimister and Fraulein Qiiail 
did. Mother Auxilia seemed to lik(‘ the colonel too although 
she didn't seem to like his smelling of trifle so much, because 
once when Schwester Kasiniira had asked her whether she 
didn't think It nice, she had replied a little tartly: ‘White 
Horse trifle, my dear,’ and w^alkcd away with a rattle of her 
rosary. Anyway the colonel couldn’t really be very wicked, 
even although he was a heretic, because otherwise Reverend 
Mother \vouldn’t have been so insistent about their ^11 
])raying for his conversion in chapel. Which suggested to 
her that she might as well ^ay a prayer for his conversion 
now. 

Even although she was a nun Schwester Kasimira always 
found it difficult to say the Lord’s prayer right through 
without thinking of something else. 'Fry as she would she 
could never manage to mean every clause. Sometimes it 
would be the fervour of her intentions to mean every word 
she was praying which prevented her meaning them; at 
other times it would be familiarity with the words breeding 
spiritual sloth, of which she was very much ashamed, 
because she knew that not even the saints had been able to 
invent as good words themselves. This time it was the image 
of the colonel himself which prevented her praying ade- 
quately for liis conversion, for each time that she tried to 
say ‘Hallowed be I’hy Name’, she didn’t think of God’s 
name being hallow'ed at all, but of how the colonel would 
look praying in chapel, lliis did not altogether surprise her, 
because she had always found it difficult to say the prayers 
of the rosary and at the same time meditate upon the 
mysteries, although she knew that St Dominic must have 
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known how, because our Lady had revealed the devotion to 
him. After her fifth effort she succeeded both in articulating 
the petition and meaning it and was beginning to boggle over 
‘ I’hy Kingdom come’, when she looked up and found the 
colonel standing beside her and smiling, but not looking at all 
as though he were about to he converted, because he was hold- 
ing a large glass filled with pale yellow drink in his hand. 

"Guten Abends Schwester fiasimira,' the colonel said. 
‘Always v\orkiiig, I see ’ 

'// lejiiul bien, muri Schw ester Kasiinira answered 

in Freiuli, lx cause she knew that the colonel didn’t really 
S])eak (jcrnian, houe\er lluentiv he luiglit be beginning to 
be able to s^iy 'Guten \hetur ' 

They both stoc id sinihi'g foolishls' at each oilier, neither 
knowing (jmt(‘ what sa\ d he nun saw a lugged tufty lace 
ol the SOI I vs^hic h slie had alwa\s Ixh n taught lo believe was 
vTi\ woildl^ and the (olonel saw a j)air ol timid blown e)cs 
set deep ahovr th<‘ pallid swell ol loKnnless clieeks. Each, 
as they snulid, tied to (on\c\ the syinpatln wliich they 
etuild not lonmil ite in wohIs, hiiauM (\uh knew that the 
otheTs tli<mghis had ix ( n iuk*d bv a dilfcrent discipline, 
whose idiom w ts also dillc i ('ut Ik \ ond lus smile tlu* ( olonel 
was tiwing to s.o that ^oidit is w^ le ni>t all as \vk ked as the 
nun imglil h('le\e tin m to l>e: and behind lier smile the 
nun was ti'Mie* to tlunk cUi(»ss to tiie coloiu I that holiness 
w'as not «is ciiill as soldx is inuigmed and that ii was coinage 
and not cow lulue which impelled ]>eople to loisake the 
world and walk with (aKl. l.ach, ot couise, lailed, hut only 
in a uKMsuie, heiause tlie shyness ol them both made tliem 
icah/e each other’s sincentN, and tlieir comprehension was 
aided hv the* heautv ol tlu* evening, sli])])ing into night 
outside the window* 

‘I ]io]K* that iieithei iny olliceis nor myself are being a 
bother lo \ou,’ the colonel said at leiigtli. 

‘ Please believe, colonel, that it is a pleasure to have you 
hen*,’ Sehw ester Kasiniira said. 

‘It is kind of^ou so lo interpret a necessity of war, Sister,* 
the colonel said. 
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‘But the war ib over now, colonel, is it not?* Schwester 
Kasimira said. 

‘The war is over, Sister, but the necessities of war con- 
tinue,’ the colonel said and then understood that it would 
be foolish to attempt to explain to a nun the horrible new 
patterning out of the world, with a new lump of threat 
rising as soon as one had levelled down the last. For what 
could a nun, whose business was with eternity, understand 
about the correlation of history and ol’ how he himself 
might not have Ix'en standing here talking to her to-day if 
Richelieu had been a different sort of priest and Karl Marx 
hadn’t written his book?* How otherwise could she interj^ret 
subversive activities than is sin against God, eldeily lechers 
pouring champagne into satin dancing slippers? What 
could slie undeistand about Brigadier Catlock and the 
policy ol 1 lis Majesty’s (iovernment ? I’heii he caught sight oI* 
lier hands, swollen and calloused and with black lines in ?lie 
wrinkles and beneath her nails, and was suddenly hunible 
and ashamed ol having been on the winning side of the wai 
when she had been on the losing. ‘1 lene let me do that,’ he 
said watcliing her damp knile gouging away at tlie potato. 

Tkit, Ck)lonel,’ vSchwester Kasimira protested. ‘And in 
an> ca^^e Re\eiend Mother wouldn’t like it.’ 

‘You Iccue Reverend Mother to me,’ the colonel said, 
taking both the knife and the potato from the nun anil 
hoping that slie wouldn’t notice that he was trying to do 
w^ith one liand what she had been doing with two. ‘I’m a 
dab at dealing with Reverend Mothers; at least 1 think 1 
am. Alter all Reverend Mothers can’t be so very different 
from sei'geant-majors and it’s more than twenty years now 
since 1 wa'* last afraid of a sergeant-major. 7’hat’s when an 
officer really begins to know that lie is an officer : when he’s 
no longer afraid of the sergeant-major.’ Observing from the 
gravity of her eyes that she did not understand his pleas- 
antry, he tried to amuse her by talking his atrocious 
German. ‘ Ich kann auch die Kleider von den Kartojjeln abnehmen* 
he said. ' Eplucher les purnmes de terrey comprise And in any 
case it’s my batman’s job to help you.’ 
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‘But your balboy has gone out to the Kino,’ Schwester 
Kasimira said. 

'I'hc colonel laughed a lot at 'batboy ‘ and then, observing 
that she was still Wtiuhing him with sad perplexity, asked 
licr if she liad had any ndalions fighting in the war. 

‘I had a biotlar who was a lieutenant-colonel in tlie 
Cirnnan inlantr\ f she said. ‘l*e was lighting in Russia and 
I have had no news ol him since more tlian two years. If 
he is a ]>ris()ner 1 Ijopc* that he will come back but if he is 
dead 1 hope that lu' died a good death but 1 am a little 
afraid for liim l)r< ause he lik(‘d jileasure a lot l)ut perhaps 
(ir>d was kind to him at the end.*' She lookcal at him with 
timid a])])eal. ‘ I’hMst* not to lai(gh at me,’ she said. ‘(k)d 
must mailer nuiibly to uumi wlnm tliey an* l>ing bleeding 
to death in llu* snow .' 

‘Please iielieve that I am v(‘iy lar from laughing at you, 
Sister,' th(‘ colonel said, fumbling his potato in his emotion 
and letting it fall to the llooi . ‘Blast that bloody ]M)tato,' he 
nCiirl) said but checked himsell in tiinc^ and substituted a 
silent linle TiK‘ditation for the e\pleti\(‘S wliich had nearly 
crossed liis lips. His thought was that he was sure that he 
would have liked Sc luvcsti'r Kasimira's lirotlier if he had 
known him and have understood that he w'as not to be 
bLiiricd lor lighting on the side ol the Nazis. Jioth in this war 
and in the last war he liad always admired soldiers on the 
other sid(‘ who louglit with courage. Sometimes he had 
admired lliem so much that he had wondered wdiy they 
had l)een lighting against one another and he had often 
tlroijght of the tragedy of young faces upturned to the sky 
without tlieir luiiids ever having quite known why the 
sacrifice had been demanded of them. For in the desert and 
in Italy one hadn’t heard much talk of politics, about which 
the w ar w^as said to have been fought, and he didn’t suppose 
things had been much dilferent in the (jcrmaii army, once 
the hurt had begun to tear men’s bodies. Death, even ol an 
enemy, had alw ays distre.sscd him and he was distressed for 
Sclnvcster Kasimira now^ wondering about her brother 
behind her pale face. If only, he washed, all the decent 
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chaps in the world coulci ^et together and kill all the dirty 
swine, but he didn’t expect that solution would appeal to 
Schwester Kasimira, wliu would much prefer the decent 
chaps to pray for the dirty swine, in the lu^pe that they 
would one day seek the Graal. 

‘But your poor arm, colonel,’ Schwester Kasimira said, 
noticing for the first time the manipulation to which the 
colonel was forced in order to peel the potatoes with one 
hand. ‘Forgive me, 1 had not realized.’ She looked at him 
out of great pitying eyes, compassion ligliting the pale 
ordinariness ol' lier face to beauty. ‘I'orgive me too if I 
have said anything whicl^ 1 should not have said. You see, 
I do not know how soldiei^ feel about these things.’ 

‘Soldiers do not feel at all about these things,’ the colonel 
began to say and then he realized that the statement was 
not quite true and tliat it would be unfair of him to attempt 
to win the nun’s admiration by seeming to be braver than 
he was. ‘At least they learn not to feel about these things, 
because the loss of limbs becomes a habit like the loss of 
aiiN thing else. It's at the beginning that it hurts, wlum you 
think your loss is a tragedy.’ He had nearly said "... wlien 
you wonder it the girls will like y ou any more,’ but h<‘ had 
decided that th(‘ nun wouldn’t understand that and that ht' 
wouldn’t like lier so mueh if she did. Wondering wdiat to say' 
next, he rememhered his last visit to Roc hampton, to have 
repaired the artificial arm he rarely w^orc. 'J’here had been 
plenty new young l)oys w'ithont arms and new young boys 
without legs too, stumping about anonymously outside the 
headlines, and he had found it easier to ft el sorrier for them 
than for himself. He had been flattered too, by the readiness 
w'ith which they had listened to him wlien he had dared to 
give them his outdated counsel and had hoped that the 
girls would be kind to them too and that th(‘ financial 
magnates would understand behind their unsorrowing faces 
that these wounds these boys had on Crispin’s day. ‘One 
gets used to everything in the long run,’ lie said, wishing 
that he could think of something less trite. 

‘ Perhaps that is the tragedy of things,’ Schwester Kasimira 
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said. ‘One gets used even to sanctifying grace. What one 
really needs is a new little conversion every day, a fresh 
bright light inside oneself to make one anxious to light fresh 
bright lights in other people. Perhaps that’s what our Lord 
meant when he said that there was more joy in heaven over 
one sinner that repenteth ihan about all those who keep his 
commandments. Perhaps that’s why the workers who come 
into the vineyard at the eleventh hour arc paid the same 
wages as those who have borne the heat and burden of the 
day : because they have enthusiasm in their souls.’ A breeze 
came in at the window and caught her veil, making it 
billcAV like a black sail behind her parnest face. ‘But perhaps 
it is a little diflicult for you to understand what I am saying,’ 
she said. 

I'he colonel like the way the nun said ‘our Lord’. The 
tone* in which .she said it made him wonder if the secular 
manner of his life during the last thirty years were the sanity 
he had imagined it to be. Only yesterday afternoon he had 
heard Brigadier Gatlock bawling over the telephone: ‘For 
Ciuist’s .sake, Bill, old boy, you’ve got to stay and help me 
give these Unrra bitches afternoon tea.’ He wondered what 
sort of look would ha\c come into Schwester Kasimira’s 
eyes if she had heard a remaik like that. Probably she would 
have jnayed for a fortnight over it. Looking at her now, he 
almost felt like praying for a fortnight over it himself. 

‘I tliink I understand,’ he said. ‘It’s like that in the army 
too. Some days one feels proud of being a soldier : you know, 
serving an ideal and that sort of thing. And then one comes 
up against the grocers in uniform, the chaps who are trying 
to blow tlumisclvcs up into brigadiers and major-generals, 
and tlien one is not so proud.’ He stopped as he realized 
that theu* w}\s no real pariillel in what he had been saying. 
‘ Put it another way,’ he said. ‘ 1 try to be decent.’ 

‘ I am sure that you do and I shall pray a lot for you,’ 
Schwester Kasimira said. ‘That is another trouble with the 
world to-day. Not only do people not try : they do not even 
try to try and that is where real sinfulness comes in.’ 

The colonel knew that the nun had hit the nail on the 
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head once again. The cou"dn*t-care-less boys, the chaps who 
imagined that now that the war was over there was no need 
for further effort, the soldier's that slopped past officers with- 
out saluting, the Very Important Persons who talked with 
their lips and dissembled in their hearts, the morons and the 
knaves who played for the present rather than for the future, 
the cacklers at parlies and the dclighters in horses’ legs, they 
weren’t trying to try because they thought that nobody else 
was trying to try either. It was, of course, a contagion from 
which the world had always suffered, but it was much more 
dangerous now than in the time of Charles the Second, when 
boys of ninetejen had not^been able to destroy cathedrals by 
pressing buttons. The pea^e of the evening outside plastered 
against the window was an illusion. Disaster threatened the 
woild unless a prophet arose. For a brief moment he almost 
decided to become the prophet himself and in the urgeftey 
of his emotion let another potato fall to the door. 

‘I really must insist on doing rny own work,’ the nun 
said. ‘You’ll cut yourscll if you aren’t carelul.’ 

‘If I give in will you dine with me.^’ the foloncl said, 
both bccau.se he felt lonely and thought it would do 
Schw ester Kasimira good to eat some decent food lor once. 
‘ Perhaps Reverend Mother would come too. And wc could 
ask SchwTster Michacla as well. After all, the others are out 
and there’s plenty of food.’ 

‘ That is a very kind thought but I am afraid that I must 
refuse,’ the nun said, deliberately taking the knife away 
from him. ‘You see, I do not think that our Holy Founder 
St Walburga of Graz would approve. She w^as a very holy 
woman,’ she went on to explain, observing the colonel’s 
incomprehcn.sion. ‘One of her rules is that her spiritual 
daughters must on no account nourish themselves in the 
company of those who are not members of the community, 
unless they are other female religious visiting one of our 
houses. It was a rule which she herself kept when she flew 
to Rome in 1585 to inform Pope Sixtus V that in her opinion 
only drastic internal reform of the Church could prevent 
furffier schism in Europe. The Pope invited her to take a 
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collation with him but she insisted that as there were no 
other members of her community at the Vatican she would 
ha\c to cat alone.’ 

‘Flew to Rome?’ the colonel asked. ‘In 1585?’ 

‘Our Holy Founder was borne through the air on the 
wings of an angel,’ S( hwester Kasiinira cx])lained simply. 
‘I’hat was one of lli(‘ iniiacles authenticated at her canon- 
i/ation in 1707. 'Flieie were others, of course. For instance, 
so great was the jneseiue ofllu* Holy CJhost within licr and 
witli .so gieat ebullition did it fill lier, that she \vas frequently 
raised from the ground during the celebration of mass. 'This 
o<cuned nu^st often when she knelt at the altar rails to 
leceixc Ihdv (loinmunion, so ihc^f on several occasions the 
celebr.inl liad to climb up a latfcier in order to be able to 
lay th(' S.Kied Host on her tongue.' 

' I ( *in sc(‘ |)erff‘( iK W(‘1I t]j<it lh<' colonel does not believe 
in the possibility of rnirades.' Looking round, Scinvestcr 
Kiisimira and tlie ( oloiu I saw that Rever(‘nd Mother An \.ilia 
had enteied the ])*uilis and was standing l)ehind them with 
her hands folded Ix'iu'ath hei scapular, l^alanced on the l)ig 
hump of the skirt of her iiTn])le black habit. For Reverend 
Mother litul no legs and sh(‘ didn't need them, and lier Holy 
Founder St W.dbm ga of (h\i/ hadn't had any legs eitlier 
as had been ('leaily ])erceived m 1 58 j, 158 j. and i")87 by 
the members ol her comnumit\, w'lio had seen her le\itated 
during her dtwolions. ‘'The Heir Oberst obviously belongs 
to that .s( hool of thought w'hich dei\ies tliat the Clreator lias 
any |)ower over his own creation and imagines tliat any 
manifestations of his power must take place w'ithin tlic 
limits of the laws which he hiimself created.' 

‘ I am afraid, Reverend Mother, that you do me an 
injustice,’ the cidonel said. ‘As a matter ol fact I belong to 
no school of thought at all.’ 

‘I'hat, Herr Oberst, is precisely as I had imagined,’ 
Reverend Mother said. 

After that there was nothing left for the colonel to do but 
to take up his unfinished whisky^ and soda and leave the 
pantry. 
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‘Tm afraid 'Iwingo’s made a muddle and it’s Jugoslav 
Volksdeutsche and not Roumanian Volksdcutschc he ought 
to have said, though as far as I and the colonel can make out 
there’s no evidence of them indulging in subversive activities 
of any sort,’ Audrey was saying over the tclej)hone, ^vith a 
nylon knee almost jammed down the mouthpiece. ‘Why, 
I’d love to. The Park at seven. In the bar. Of course 1 
remember you perfcctlyM'hal’s right. A Volksdeutscher's 
not tiie same as a Reich^^eutschcr although I don’t know 
exactly where the dilTerence comes in although I believe 
it\s feari'nlly political really. Of course I’ll wear my black 
dress.’ 

Seated at his desk, the colonel was doing his best not to 
listen. Sul)versivc activities were at a standstill for the 
moment and tlic colonel was reading a letter which liad just 
arrived Ifom his younger daughter who was fifteen: ‘On 
Sunday ai'tcrnoon I wt'iit to the Fun k’air and w(mt on the 
ronndal)outs three times and the l>umper cars twice. I also 
ate 5 icecreams. I’heii I h*id tea when I ate a large liver 
sausage sandwich which was good. Three of the iccxrcains 
which I had were covered with chorolaUi on the onlside. 
They w^ere lovely. Miss Parkinson wonders if I’ll be able to 
sj)end a holiday in Austria sometime as slie doesn’t think 
my German will be good enough to get into the University 
unless I go to Austria first. 'The weather here is frightfully 

cold. I shiver in my winter frock and bla/er ’ The colonel 

looked across at Audrey and’ wondered if she had ever 
written letters like Sarah. Probably she had, only ten years 
ago, in 1935, when Mussolini and Ciano liad been talking 
big. The realization of her youth made him feel temporarily 
tolerant of her. Wliat should they know of Volksdeutsche 
who only Volksdeutsche knew ? Perhaps in ten years’ time 
Sarah wxuld be bawling with authoritative inaccuracy down 
a telephone about the Kremlin. 
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Sergeant Moonlight came in with a letter flagged : ‘most 
immediate’. The letter read: ‘The Director of Investiga- 
tions into Sul)vertive Activities will prepare for Brigadier 
G. M. V. Catlork, d.s.o., m.c., by 0900 hrs on 17th August 
a brief on “The Strategical Aspects of Communism”.’ 

‘'I’hat’s an easy one, sir,’ ' Sergeant Moonlight said, 
observing the (olonel’s frown. ‘It says in all the newspaper's 
that (oinmunism has become rampart; I suppose that 
means there's lu) getting over it, sii.’ 

‘Send me a typist at once. Moonlight,* the colonel said, 
‘dliere ain't no typists, sir,’ Sergeant Moonlight said. 
‘ Jemima's gon<* out to ’ave a cuu 4 )l tea . ’ 

‘J(‘minia'^* the colonel said • 

‘Private Brownlee,! mean, sii, and Jane, Pi ivate Jenkins, I 
mean, sir, \is gone to ’ave a bath,’ Seige mt Moonlight said. 

‘ I lu‘n gc'i me *motliei l\pisl,’ the colonel said. 

‘ 1 iieit' ain’t no other t\|)isls, sii,’ Seigeant Moonlight 
said *'1 he wai t siablislirnc'iit ouh ]'no\ides tor two, sii * 
‘'The war c slablishment has no businc^ss only to provide 
for two l\ [lists ’ the coloiu'l said. 

‘I’m almid that ain’t m\ can, sn , dial’s the biigadiei’s 
can,’ Siigeant Moonlight said 

‘I c'an ( 1 sliall lia\e to talk seiioiislv to dwingo,’ the 
coloTK'l aid Tie ought to know^ better tlian to allow' both 
I v[)ists out ol tin otlic at one e ’ 

‘Perha[)s 1 can help, sir,’ Andres said T don't do short- 
hand exactly but I can do quick squiggles ’ 

‘All light ihc-n, let’s tr) the cpiick scjuiggles,' the colonel 
said. He wanted until Ancliey iiad fluttered her notebook, 
her ktiec's and her e\ clashes into position and then began : 

‘ Bnel (01 Bngadiei Ck M. V. Catlock, d s.o., m.c., on the 
Stiatcgual Aspc'cts ol Communism iull slop. Although in 
Soviet Russia comnnmism has long reased to preach the 
apostolic dcK'trine of equality comma in central and south 
western luiiope its agents Ian the discontent ol the under- 
nouiished masses by infoiiiiing them that they have the 
right to live as grandly as their masters who have exploited 
them full stoji.’ 
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‘It*s all right, sir, you don’t need to dictate the punctua- 
tion,’ Audrey said. ‘After all, I read John 0’ London* s 
Weekly.* 

*To this argument the mechanic responds more eagerly 
than the peasant comma who comma illiterate though he 
may be comma,* the colonel was continuing with emphasis, 
wlien the door of his office opened and Ciolonel Omicron 
entered. 

‘Hooky, you old scoundrel,’ he greeted. 

‘Blinker,’ the colonel said despondently. 

‘How funny, I had a dream about you only last night 
although there was a wiilt coinniandcr in my dream as well 
hut really it w^as chiefly Jbout you it just shows you there 
must be something in dreams alter all doesn’t it?’ Audrey 
said, rippling under her blouse aiul skirt. ^ 

‘Tve dieaint about you too, my deal,’ Cailonel Omicroii 
said, beginning to look devemt, until lie r(‘ali/ed that Colonel 
Nicol)ar was watching him. ‘’Smatter of fact i didn’t sec 
that cad in l^adua after all so I’ve come up to see anolher 
cad al)out anolher job heie and in the meantime ’ 

‘And in (he meantime \ou wcie w^ondering if 1 wotild 
allow you to lake Senior Su!)altein Qiiail out to tea,' 
Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Hooky, you’ie a wonder,’ Colonel Omicron said. ‘Easy 
seen he’s been througli Stall' College, isn’t it, Miss Quail 

‘Now look here, Blinker, we’re hightfully pleased to see 
you, of course, but both Miss Quail and I are busy,’ Colonel 
Nicobar said. ‘We’re doing a biiel for the brigadier on 
communism.’ 

‘Communism, that’s easy,’ Colonel Omicion said. ‘You 
just tell him from me that cdmrnunisrn’s all my eye and 
Betty Mai tin and if he doesn’t like that to go and stick 
communism on the wall. We’ve answered that oiic, haven’t 
w^e, Miss Quail, and now what about a dish of tea ?’ 

‘May I, sir?’ Audrey asked demurely. Already she was 
stroking her hair, streaking her eyebiows, smearing her lips. 
‘Private Brownlee is sure to be back by now anyway.* 

Private Brownlee was bark and, when Colonel Omicron 
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and Audrey had gone out, she came in, sat down and poised 
lier pencil and mooned out through the open window. 

‘Brief for Brigadier C. M. V. Catlock, D.s.o., m.c., on the 
Strategical Aspects ol‘ Communism/ the colonel began. 
‘Althoiigh in Soviet Russia communism has long ceased 
to preac h the apostolic doctrine of equality in central and 
south western Europe its agents fan the discontent of the 
uncl<*rnourishcd mass(‘s by i.dorming them that they liave 
the right to live as grandly as their masters who have 
exploited them. To this aigument the mechanic responds 
more eagerly than the j)easant, who, illiterate though he 
ma\ be ’ 

* Please, sir, wlien* do I ])ut/thr dou-dahsT ;hc typist 
asked. 

‘ Don’t > 0 /^ lead Je/m D' London'^ ]Vetkh then:’* the 
colonel asked. 

‘N<'vrr ’eaid of it, sir. Is it a p<ipci like*?’ 

But befdie die colonel could tell her about Johi 0’ 
London s Wcekl} or w*hen‘ to pul the doo-dalis, the telephone 
rang, with Brigadier Catlock at the other end, w^anting to 
se(' liiin immediately. 

‘Sorry, Hooky, but the g(‘neral has sent fur me,’ Brigadier 
Catlock inloimed the colonel as .soon as he arrived, ‘llow- 
evei Chdeon will tell you c'xaetly what I w^ant, woirt you, 
Gideon.” Ih- nodded in the direction of a smaller de.sk, at 
w^hleh a }onng man w'idi a .sw'arthy, insr)lcnt, liiickss face 
was leading a <'o])y ol the 1 atler. 'And don't finget about 
that new wall})ap('i for my bedroom, will you, (iiddy?’ 

CajUain (iideon staited ofV by ealling the colonel ‘sir’, 
but he used tlie vocative in such a wav as to make it clear 
that lie didn't think he ought to be calling the colonel ‘sir’ 
at all, since he was relatc'd to a lord w’ho owned all the 
preference shares in Cjidcoii’s Glamour Perfumes, Ltd and 
had himself composed the text of the advertisement which 
read: ‘Don’t Kill Romance In Stinking at the Dance: 
DealB.O. aK.O.' 

‘This is the way it is, sii,' he said. ‘The brigadier wants 
a brief on subversive activities, their past, their present and 
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their future. I think you had better start off by defining 
the term subversive activities and then go on and set out 
the historical perspective with special reference to Austria 
ol course and end up with the picture as it is to-day and 
what it is likely to be six months hence, again with special 
reference to Austria.’ 

‘Look here, you young lout,’ the colonel nearly said, but 
didn’t, because he knew that Gideon would make the most 
of it afterwards when telling the brigadier. ‘Look here, 
Cudeon,’ he said instead, ‘as the brigadier himself informed 
me only a few' days ago of the precise nature of subv'crsive 
ac tivities I can’t quite see w^hy he wants me to inform him 
about tliem now'. And inVuy case Lve already got a brief 
to w'rite for him on communism.’ 

‘You can't expect tlie brigadier to remcml^er everything 
he says,’ Ca])tain Ciideon said coldly. ‘After all he informs 
so many peojile about so many subjects. And the commim- 
isni brief still stands of course.’ 

‘What T should like to know is how the brigadier expects 
me to do my work if I’m continuallv being forced to write 
reports about it,' tlic colonel said. 

‘I’m afraid that’s a question which you must ask the 
brigadier personally,’ Captain (iideon said. ‘And there’s 
one otlier tiling, sir: the Soviets have asked us to locale a 
girl called Maiia Bulilcn who is wanted by tliein. It appears 
that she is a veiy fine ballet dancer who left Russia before 
the beginning of the war because slic did not agree with the 
communist ideology. During the war she danc(*d in Yicima 
although there is no suggestion that the expression of her 
art w'as cariied out for any piirjiose other than that of 
earning her livelihood.’ 

‘Buhlen, surely that is a German name.'"’ the colonel 
said. 

‘I'hc Soviets have informed us tliat she is to be rc'garded 
as a Soviet citizen and the brigadier has ruled that we are 
to accept their interpretation,’ Captain Gideon said, with 
one eye on a page of photographs of a hunt ball, at w'hich a 
crowd of Englishmen closely resembling himself had been 
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photographed drinking champagne while they weren’t 
thinking about the spiritual issues of the war. 

When he got back to his office the colonel found three 
signals from the War Office in his in-tray. The first read : 
’Request immediate information on the organization in 
Austria of the Sicherheitspolizei’ ; the second read: ‘Re- 
(jucst immediately numbers of married officers belonging to 
Vlassov'.s Cossacks together with numbers of children under 
twelve repeat twelve’ ; the third read : ‘Furnish before nine 
hundred hours to-morrow details of anti-Tito publications 
appearing clandestinely in Austria.’ Audrey was still out 
having a dish of tea with Colonel Omicron, but Private 
Brownlee had placed a di^aft of the beginning of the 
colonel's brief on communism on his desk ; it read : 

‘Brief for Brigadier C. M. V. Catlock, D.s.o., m.c., on the 
strategical aspects of communism although in Soviet Russia 
communism lias long ceased to preach the carbolic doctrine 
of quality in central and south western europe its agents fan 
the discontent of the masses by informing them that they 
have the right to live as grandly as their pastors who have 
expected them to this argument the machinery responds 
more eagerly than tiie phca.sant w'ho illegitimate though he 
may be. . .’ 

‘I might as well own up and admit that 1 didn’t get it 
right all by myself, sir,’ Private Brownlee said when she 
came in to take the remainder of the dictation. ‘Jane gave 
me an ’and; she’s ’ad ’er bath now’, sir.' 
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Audrey was out dining with the pop-eyed brigadier and 
Twingo w^as out too, trying out a new girl from England, 
so once again the colonel had dinner alone, and now he was 
reading a novel which Sergeant Moonlight had lent him 
that morning called One Glorious Week in Parts. ‘Red ’ot, 
sir/ Sergeant Moonlight had said and the colonel had taken 
him at his word, because he w^as tired and wanted to be 
amused. Reverend Mother Auxilia came into the room 
unexpectedly while he w\ reading it and the colonel liad 
difficulty in sliding the book, with his one liand, down the 
back of the chair in whicfi he was sitting without Reverend 
Mother seeing. 

‘Herr Oberst, 1 should be veiy grateful if you couW 
afford me a few minutes of your time,’ she said. ‘I have a 
very important lequcst to make of you and if you do not 
mind I should prefer to make it in my own room.’ 

Reverend Mother Auxilia’s room was n)uch less austere 
than the colonel had imagined that it would be. There were 
curtains and there were books with gold lettering at the 
Ijack of the covers and on the mantelpiece there was a 
photograph of two small girls in old-fashioned party frocks. 

‘My sister and myself,’ Reverend Mother explained, 
‘ Perhaps you will be able to say which of them is me.’ 

The colonel took up the frame and looked into the faded 
photograph. Both of the small girls were chubby and jolly 
and neither of them looked as though she would ever 
become a nun. , 

‘That one,’ the colonel said at length. 

‘Wrong; I am the other,’ Reverend Mother said. ‘I do 
not blame you for not recognizing me : I am much more 
bad-tempered now.’ 

‘Experience of the world makes us all bad-tempered in 
the long run, Reverend Mother/ the colonel said. 

Through the open window the colonel could sec that 
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there were lights in the chapel. With the trees growing all 
round it was difiicult to make out which were branches and 
which wch; saints’ robes on stained glass. 

‘ Sometimes 1 tliink that you arc a bit of a butterfly, Herr 
Oberst,’ Reverend Mother said. 

‘Perhaps you are right, Reverend Mother,’ the colonel 
said, laughing at lier use of the term. ‘My brothers all 
turned out inucli better than I did. One's a colonial bishop 
in the Anglican OJiuich and the other’s a successful banker 
in New York.’ He thought for a few seconds about his 
brothers and decided lliat he didn’t care if lie never saw 
cither of them again. 

‘Anyway even ii’you are the l^ack liorse of your family I 
am thinking that 1 can trust you. Reverend Mother Auxilia 
said. ‘Herr Oberst, I want to ask your advice. Before you 
came here w<‘ had Russian oflic<‘is ))illeted in this convent. 
At first tli<*y were njugh and rnoeking ])ut gradually they 
caiiH* to see that our way of lil'c was not intended to harm 
th(‘rn and th(‘y slopped laughing at us l)eeaus(‘ wc were 
believing in (iod. And then w hen they w'(*n I aw^ay and before 
you were (oruiug a giil eaiuc to us in great trouble and said 
that the Russians w(‘re looking for her and wanted to send 
lier I)aek to Russl«i because they were thinking thatshehad 
been a traitor to Rn.ssia during the war. I’he girl’s name is 
M aria Buhlcn.’ 

‘(io on, Re\’creiul Mother,’ the colonel said. 

' She asked us to give her shelter and I agreed,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia corilinued. ‘d’o begin w^ith she is a Catholic 
and although she is perhaj)s too beautiful to find it ver>^ easy 
to be holy .sh(‘ is very devout at mass and prays a lot in the 
chapel alone but jicrhaps that is because she is in trouble. 
When the people in the world learn to pray also w'heii they 
are glad and gay, Herr Oberst, perhaps tlicn tliey will have 
no need of foreign ministers to talk to otlier foreign ministers 
about international security. But I am digressing. The girl 
is not really a Russian, but a (German, as her parents were 
members of the German colony in Russia known as the 
Volga Germans. When she was very young she went to 
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Moscow and Icarnc l to be a dancer in the ballet and became 
a pritna ballerina. But when \/ar broke out between Germany 
and Russia and all the \ Iga colony oj' Gentians were 
deported to Siberia she hed and eventually after many 
trials came to Austria, where she tens foolish enough to 
dance in Vienna. The Russians want her back very badly 
and sooner or later I am afraid that tliey will be thinking of 
looking lor her here. I cannot turn her away because of 
wliat our liOrd said in tlic gospels, and yet 1 am frightened 
about what will hap])en to my mins if the Russians find her 
here, I'ccausc they will be very angry. And also 1 am a little 
frightened for you, Herr Oberst, because you are the ally 
of the Russians, and they i^ia\ think that you are having 
some share in her eoucealment.' 

'I’lie coloricl was thinking out just what he was going to 
say to Reveiend Mother Auxilia when Schwx^sttr Kasimira 
came in w’ith her face much whiter than usual and said that 
two Russian ollieers with a squad of Russian soldiers WTre 
downstaiis, demanding to search the house. 

A'* he followed Reverend Mother and Schwester Kasimira 
downstairs Colonel Nicobar tried to think out what course 
of a('tion it was his duty to take in view^ of the conflicting 
loyalties between which he was placed. God or mammon, 
Reverend Mother Auxilia or Brigadier Catlock and which, 
fbr a Protestant serving soldier, of the latter tw'(^ was 
Mammon? 'Always say “yes” when you get an order and 
say “yes” like hell and use your common sense when you 
get an order you can’t obey,’ old 1 weezer had once said to 
him during the last w^ar, when they had In en lying out in a 
shell hole watching troops being*torn to shreds, because the 
staff officers at Corps H. Q. had got hold of the wrong maps 
by mistake. Old I’weczcr was a lieutenant-general now, 
in Baluchistan. Colonel Nicobar was still hoping (hat they 
w^ere the right orders when he reached the bottom of the 
staircase and found that Twingo had already come home 
and was talking to the Russian officers at the top of his 
voice in Outer Hebridean French. 
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'Id une egliscy pas un thidtrey he was saying. " Religieusis, 
pas de cancan*^ 

I'here were t\vo officers and six men. Both of the officers 
wore tightly buttoned dark khaki tunics with high collars 
and navy blue baggy breeches with thin red stripes down 
the sides and shiny black leggings. One of the officers had 
gold epaulettes with two red stripes running vertically down 
the middle and three red stars and was obviously a full 
colonel ; the other had gold epaulettes with one red stripe 
and one red star and was a second lieutenant. The six men 
also wore dark khaki tunics and navy blue baggy breeches, 
but ol coarser material. On Go’onel Nicobar’s arrival the 
second lieutenant detached ffiiniself from the group, 
approached the colonel and saluted him. 

‘ Ihe colonel greets yem,’ he said in English. Tie hopes 
tliat you arc indexed in excellent health.’ 

‘Please thank tlie colonel for me and say that I am in 
excc'llent health and that I hop<' that he, too, is exceedingly 
healthy.’ 

The sec oncl lieulc nanl iianslatecl Golonel Nicobar’s greet- 
ing to the Russian colonel wliO stood looking at Colonel 
Nicohiir willi tired sad pale grev eyes and then said a lew 
sentences in ra})icl Russian. 

'Clolorud Piiiiev tlninks tlie colonel for his kind wishes and 
ask') tlie colonel it he. is olheially billeted in lliis convent/ 
tlif* Russian second lientenanl tianslated. 

‘’1<*11 him that liis ^urInise is eoirect/ Colonel Nic:obar 
said 

d he Russian colonel looked surprised when Colonel 
.Nicobar's remark had been translated to him. 

‘Colonel Piniev does net understand how the colonel’s 
sunrise can be more correct than his own sunrise since the 
sunrise is a phenomenon common to the whole world alike 
and is not more arcuiate in one country than another/ the 
Russian second lieutenant re-lranslalc-d back. Tn any rase 
without in the least wishing to hurt the roloners feelings, he 
does not quite clearly understand what the sunrise has to 
do with the matter in question.’ 
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* Surmise n6t suinis^/ Oolonel Nicobar said. ^Mcht die 
Sonne aber der Herr Rnssisdu Oberst verstanden haty das ist was 
ruhtig ist. Pas le lever du solti ' ’ he said iu gne last linguistic 
effort, addressing himself directly to the Russian colonel. 

‘English very difficult language/ the Russian colonel 
said. His tired face was lit with a brief beauty as he smiled 
and the two nuns and Colonel Nicobar and 'Ewingo smiled 
loo, glad to find a common gioiind foi merriment, however 
momentary. For a few seconds Stalin, Pope Pius tlie Twelfth 
and King George the Sixth laughed together in the persons 
of thfir representatives, 'fhen the business whic,h had 
brought them together wa^^upon them once more, and their 
lares w^re grave again. 

‘In that case if tlie colonel is living in this convent, it 
is to him that I must addicss myself as to the ally of Soviet 
Russia,’ the Russian colonel said himseli in suipiisingly g(K)d 
English. ‘ We are believing that a young w oman by the name 
ol Maiia Buhlen is in this convent, lliis young woman is a 
citi/eu of Soviet Russia and wx* are demanding her to 
be handetl over to us in older that slie may be sent 
home.’ 

‘ I have already been informed officially about the cas(‘ of' 
this young w^oman,’ Colonel Ni(ol)ar said. Out of the comer 
of his eye he remarked the surprise on Reverend Mother’s 
face wdien lie said this but he did not dare to look at her 
openly, in case the Russian colonfd should observ’c her 
attempting to communicate with him. 

‘In that case the colonel will be comprehending why this 
young w^oman must be handed over to us,’ the Russian 
colonel continued. ‘She is a citizen ol Soviet Russia. It is 
illegal to reside abroad without official permission. Also she 
is being under suspicion ol having spoken doctrines against 
the >Soviet State. Also it is the light of the Soviet authorities 
to repatriate all Soviet citizens from the city of Vienna.’ 

‘I understand perfectly,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Then the colonel will also be understanding that 1 must 
be asking the Reverend Mother to hand over the young 
woman to me if she is in the building,’ the Russian colond 
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went on. ‘My right is also because her convent is in 
the Innercstadt which is ruled by the four Occupying 
Powers.’ 

Colonel Nicobar repeated all this to Reverend Mother 
Aiixilia ill bad French and w^orse German, although he knew 
lliat she had already understood what the Russian colonel 
liad said in Lnglish. He did so because he was sure that she, 
hke liiniscll, requiicd time to think. While he boggled over 
Frencli suhjuiK lives and German genders he felt grateful to 
tJie Russian colonel for not having asked Reverend Mother 
to statf wlicther or not the girl hlaria Buhlcn was living in 
the convent and so having forcjed her to choose betw^een 
t( lling a lie and abandoning hei* protegee. 

Re\erend Mother Au\iha, how'cver, appeared to require 
no time to think. 

'1(11 tlie Rnssische Ober^t that I shall he only too 
)d( as('(l il he will ha\e iny consent sean heel by his men,’ 
sii(‘ said 

'1 Ji(' Russian coloiu'l gave oidcis to the Russian second 
htin(‘nan( who moved oil up the staiis followed by the 
Russian soldiers, clunqimg altei him Scliwc'ster Kasimira 
imide as though to accompany them, hut the Russian 
(olonel said ^ nyet" shaijiH and indicated to hex that she 
w js to lemam wheie slie was : so tlicy all stood about looking 
official, while the Russian second lieutenant and his men 
marrlied about hea\iiv tliiough the rooms above. Colonel 
i\»cobar had had foi many yc'ais a theoiy about people 
Icjokmg oflicial and had concluded that men looked oflicial 
outside cMily on oc casions when they found it diflicult to feel 
oflicial inside. Behind the Russian coloners mask of tired 
impai tiality and desire for justice he imagined that he could 
detect a lending of sympathy for Reverend Mother Auxilia 
as behind the man with giey hair on his temples he thought 
hi' could sec' the ghost of the boy^ wdio had fished for minnow's 
in Russian iiveis, untroubled by what Mai'x had thought 
about cTonomics; even Reverend Mother’s pouchy expres- 
sion of impel sonal disapproval did not ring altogether true, 
although perhaps religious people found it easier than other 
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people did to feel official, since they were more accustomed 
to disciplining their 

The Russian second lieut'^nant and his men came back 
about ten minutes later. It ..as impossible to tell from the 
soldiers’ faces what they were thinking. 

I'he second lieutenant shot out a quick spate of syllables 
at the Russian colonel, who spoke in English to Colonel 
Nicobar. 

T am very sorry to have troubled you,’ he saul. ‘It would 
appear that the young lady is not here. 1 should be liking, 
however, to see the nuns belore we leave.* 

Re\irend Mother Auxilia bowed. 

‘My nuns are praying in the chapel but if the Herr 
Oberst wishes I shall assemble them here,’ she said 

‘I am preferring to see them where they are,’ the Ru'«siaii 
colonel said. 

This time the second lieutenant stayed with them in thn 
liall and Colonel Piniev marched away with his men who 
didn’t pray to inspect women who did. Darting a quick 
glance at Reverend Mother Auxilia, Colonel Nicobar 
imagined tliat he detected a slightly anxious expression on 
her lace, but he didn’t dare to look at her for long, in case 
the second lieutenant should be watching. Schwester Kasi- 
raira stood fingering the beads on her rosary but as her li]^s 
didn’t appear to be moving the colonel didn’t think that 
she wa.s praying. The footsteps of the Russian soldiers 
clacked away dow n the stone passage and diminished into a 
silence w'hich lasted for about five minutes, 'fhen the soldiers 
came clacking back again, with the colone’ at their heels. 

‘Once more I am apologizing,’ the Rus-^^ian colonel said. 

‘Please allow me to accompany you to the door,’ Colonel 
Nicobar said. He remembered having read that the Soviets 
appreciated military compliments and he was more than 
willing to be courteous in the interests of international 
understanding. 

When the Russian colonel had saluted the two nuns and 
the two nuns had bowed back to the Russian colonel, 
Colonel Nicobar walked with Colonel Piniev. The second 
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lieutenant and the soldiers marched away down beneath 
the trees and the two colonels followed behind. Because' 
they did not know what to say to each other, they moved 
along the path in silence, with the stars shining down 
through the leaves in pale gleams of brittle light. At the 
gateway they both stopped and stood smiling at each othei 
with uncertainty. The second lieutenant and his men 
marched away down the road and the two colonels were 
alone with the darkness all about them. A fifteen hundred- 
weight lurched by and the headlamps made lovely blurs on 
the leaves as they moved along the trees. Was all beauty 
insignificant. Colonel Nicobar wondered, a permutation of 
shadow or colour thrown by clyance on a screen ^ The lines 
on the Russian colonel’s tiied/acc rcassuicd him and made 
him hope, 'fhe noise ol tlie lorry died aw^ay and the night 
became quiet again bcncaiJi the patience ol the sky. 

' Schone \a(hly Colonel Nicobar said. "Belle soiree.'* 

‘ Veiy bcautilul,’ the Russian colonel said. ‘Pretty stars.’ 

* liiiglish all think Stahn a great man,’ Colonel Nicobar 
said 

‘Churchill big man too. Smoke big cigar,’ the Russian 
colonel said. 

‘Onlv hope Ibi world Stalin, Cluirchill and Iruman 
smoke thrc(‘ big cigars together,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Stahn wants peace,’ the Russian colonel said. ‘Not just 
peace ior Russia but peace for the w^orld. That w'hy Stalin 
wants Maria Buhlcn to be coming back to Russia. She is a 
great dancer. Schr schon. She is a Volksdeutsche but a 
Russian Volksdeutsche. II she will be dancing for Russia 
she will have nothing to fear and all will be forgiven.’ 

‘I tliink that 1 undcistand,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

^AuJ wiedef sehen, Hert Often/,’ the Russian colonel said. 

^AuJ wiedersehen^ Herr Oberst^* Colonel Nicobar said. 

Back in the hall of the convent the colonel found Reverend 
Mother Auxilia, Schwester Kasiniira and Twdngo all talking 
excitedly. They stopped as he entered. 

‘Just fancy, sir, she was here all die time,’ Twingo said. 
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* Upon my word, Rc’;*erend Mother, IVe never seen a better 
example of a poker face ui all my life. And they say she’s 
beautiful, too, sir. I’m read v bet she's the girl I saw that 
first night in the chapel ana that Reverend Mother's never 
allowed me to set eyes on since.’ 

‘You'll see her yourself in a few minutes,' Reverend 
Mother said, making a sign to Schw ester Kasimira, who 
departed immediately with swift noisclessness. ‘ I hope, Herr 
Oberst, that you did not think that I did wrongly in con- 
cealing her presence fiom the Russians. I know that I acted 
a lie e^^en if I did not tell one, but it w’as a hr wiiirh was 
acted trom motives oi mercy and for which 1 think 1 shall 
be pardoned.’ 

"'rhe end justifies the merfns, does it?’ the colonel nearly 
said, but realized in time that it would be both unkind and 
unjust, because there was so obviously nothing calculating 
about Reverend ^^otheI's countenance, with its serene loole 
of worry about supernatural \alucs. Instead, while they 
were waiting, he thouglit about how he wms going to per- 
suade Reverend Mother to let the girl go back to Russia, 
because it was (juite clear that she must be repatriated, 
however much she didn’t want to be, liecausc the Russian 
colonel had spoken in such evident good faith and il was 
loolisli to start oli a peace on mistrust. Besides, he had his 
orders fiom Brigadier Catlock, who presumably had his 
Iroin a >ct higher level, wdi(ise decisions were infallible, so, 
in spite of occasional discouragement, he liad never ceased 
to hope. Care would, ol couise, have to be taken to arrange 
the girl’s repatriation in such a w’ay that th Russians would 
not discover that she had, in fact, been t onccaled by the 
nuns in the convent. 

It was then that the girl hcrsclTcamc in, led by Schwester 
Kasimira, who w^as holding her hand. She had lair hair and 
high cheekbones and deep grave l:)luc eyes. She was wearing 
a black silk frock and her breasts were high in the bodice. 
Her legs were long and thin and she moved with grace. 

‘This is our litde Maria Buhlen,’ Reverend Mother 

said. 
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‘ She is as good as she is pretty and we are very glad to have 
her with us.’ 

‘ She must be good or otherwise she would not have looked 
so holy wiien dre^ssed as a nun in Schwester Michaela’s old 
habit,’ Schwester Kasiinira said. ‘ She was with us praying in 
chapel when the Russian soldiers cainc and when the soldiers 
bent to look intf) her lace they drew away again immediately 
because s\]r looked so holy.’ 

‘I say, that was plucky of you,' J'wingo said. 

'The gill did not answer hut stood smiling with serene 
eyes. Watching her, the coloiu*! could understand how the 
Russians harl taken her lor a nun, with her still lacc. 

'Hut now y(jii arc sale and the Russians will not come 
ba^'k again hc*n' to look lor y<m so now you will no longer 
m ed in dn‘ss as a nun although you will still require to be 
good l)C( ause iliat is (loci's will, that we slioiild all be saints,’ 
Schwester Kasiinira said. 

‘I'rauK'in Ihilihai must Ik* \’(*iy exhausucl after all this 
eNciteni(‘nt «ind I was w<uulerlng if she wouldn’t care to 
<‘(jme alotig with riK' to Sac'lna 's foi a drink,' d’wingo said, 
alight w ith love. 

I h(‘ i(*lon(‘l decided that it was tina* to make himself 
un{)o|)iilai . 

'1 tun all aid tlial I’'rauh*in Hulilen is not going to leave 
1 his ( onv rnt until she ('oiik's wiih ni<‘ to my ollici' to-morrow^ 
morning,’ he said ‘ Ri‘verend Nhuher, wlu'ii y)u first 
inlormed me )on wen‘ hiding llus girl here, I had not time 
t») (ell \ou that I Jiad leceived ordia.s from my brigadier to 
hand hei (}\ri to the* Russians imimdiateK ; I liad not time 
to (ell VON. because the Russians theiiiseKcs arrived, and I 
('ould not tell you latcu’, beeau.sc' I did not wish to give you 
away. 1 sliall not ben ay \oii now, because I shall myself 
hand the giil over to tlu' Russians without involving you in 
any was, but tlu' girl must go bai k to Russia. If slie had 
anything to h’ar I might hesitate; l)ut I know that she has 
nothing to fear. I have the word of Colonel Riniev tliat she 
has notliing to fear. On the contrary a great welcome awaits 
her, because t)ie Russians are always ready to pardon 


70 



artists, especially for crimes of which they have not been 
guilt)'. Frdulein, hahen nichts fiirchte?iy absoliiment rien d 
craindre,' he concluded. 

\4hef ich bin nicht Riisse ' h bin Wilkuinitsche,' the girl said. 
^Meinc Eltern aiuh Volksdi uische and presto suhito Siberia wo sir 
geUorben sind.^ 

‘Sir, )Ou can't do a thing like that, really you can't/ 
I’wingo said. 

‘Herr 01)ersl, the girl is a good (kithollv*; you can't send 
a good tiatholir back to a heathen land like Russia.' 
Reverend Motlier Auxilia said. 

‘Perhaps it is tlie duty of a good (Ialholi(' to go to a 
liealnen land like Russia/ the ( olouel said, trying not to 
look too mu( h at any oftliein and least ol all at Seliwcstcr 
Kasiniira, with lier big sad lustieless r^ cs. ‘ IVrhaps it is the 
duty of the west lo atti'iupt to make tiu' east trust it by itself 
trusting tlie east At any rate these Avr inv orders and you, 
Major McPhiinisler, will be k sponsible for seeing to it that 
Frmlein Biihloii does not kxive this eonv(‘nt to-niglit and is 
brought to me iii m\ otlice at nine linndnxl hours sliarp 
to-morrow morning.' 

lie walked away w'ithout waiting for anyone to answer 
him and Wf'nt uj) to Jiis bedroom, w^here he closed the door 
and ti ied to go on believing tlnit he liad done the right tiling. 
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(,(>? ON ^ T ( )mic KON had loiiiid another cad to give him a 
]f)l) m \ u niia, «iiid to-night he wa<; taking Audrey out to 
dine ai tin Kin^kv Palace, winch had just l)eeu opened as 
4in C1 u1j, altliough it wasn’t ptrnnfted to take 

Ansnj<ni ltuK thf le, no nialter how beautiful thev might be 
Audns how^vfi w as as beaut dul as an\ Austrian girl and 
in !u 1 hi uk t*iikta die looked f\<‘n rnoie so, sailing lound 
ll ( ri an (igliL hiinclredwt ight Clhc\K>Ict known as 

i . 1 '■on whidi (loloiK 1^ ( )nii( ron had managed to 

i)f>no iioni a h k nd v ho was awa> m ]ial\ ioi the wcek- 
nid im loi a nioi f»IIu ( is' me ss 

I h« )vi//-v\ iLMin tuuK Muh a noist as it roolhd down 
iiK' load luiriowK .uoichiu'- (ollis'f>n with Rn^^ian loiries 
md \ u nh( s<* u tins that il ua nnpo'.sililc loi ( itlu‘i ot them 
to hi * 1 ! '\liii til otiKi w is saMiig although Colonel 
( )uu( ion had niuli an aitt nipt to stall a con\ersation 
goiiu oi lie III low li\(l, 1)\ disking Audi IV il she thought 
diat Mr I i ik t Hi v m vv.is i good sicrtl.uv ol state foi 
loff aihms WIkii how(\ti la hail shouli d the question 
ihid tiiiii > w uhoie oiitaining an> it ]>lv otlu r than a shak- 
ing oi V'uiov s silkv black haii and a blink smile, he 
4d) iiidoin (1 tin (lull ivoui and did not speak again until 
they leatlii'd S u lu i s hotel, w lu u the\ weu to begin the* 
(selling b' ba\ mg a di ink m tl I bn 

1 hi bn w w ci.niinud witli hor nc v -looking voung men 
with nuunnioth moust.ii h< s v ho had t.ome u}> liom the 
Hiitish /oiu ol \lI^tlJa to \ i( nna loi iht week-end I hey 
all swiiilnd imuul on tl t u stools when Audiey and the 
(olonil eniTtd, staling in what C’oloncl Oinicrori con- 
siden d was a ihonI ofh nsive inannci. J hat was the trouble 
with the voung lellows these da\s, the colonel reflected, as 
he stetieul Audrev jiasl the eoncupistenl gaze of a captain 
ill the Royal lush Pusiherb, thev had no saiotr faire. Prob- 
ably that was why voung girls like Audiey preferred to go 
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out with men of his own aj^e, who didn’t rush at tilings like 
a hull at a gate, hut pra( ed dalliance with dignity and 
understood tliat love-making was none tjic less attractive 
for being flavoured with a touc h of culture. 

Audrey sat down, ai ranged the How of' her frock over her 
knees and Uiokccl over the orriijiants of the room with a 
c ritical e\e. 

‘Eiglith Army’s going down the drain now^ that its 
i^ecome B.T.A.,’ slie said. "British IVoops in Austria. Did 
\ou c\ r hear of such a silly nanic' ! I told the Field Marslial 
that it was a inisiake to change .1 historic* name l>ut of 
( nurse with I’wentv-One Ainu (hon[) hct oining B. A. O. R. 
I said (hat 1 cjuitc* undc’T^sUx'd liis ])()int alioiit AustrLi 
having to coUiC into line with (iennain although ii 'Tito 
started a nonsense over (kuinthia 1 t«>ld him ((iiite ]>lam^ 
K that I (onldn't gnaianic'c what the* oulconu* would 

1 JC.' 

(IoIoikI Oniicron ])ut red lHiH‘alh the blight l>iittons of 
liis tunic. lf<‘ had ahvays snspeded that tlie girl w^as 
intelligent and now .slie was proving it. That was wlnit those 
vomiu supercilious oafs at the hai didn’t imderstand: that 
just hec ause a gni was prc'tly it didn't mean that slie wasn't 
imcitstc’d in intellectual stihjcr ts like' pcWitics. And even ii 
she wc'rcMft hueic'sled in polilic's th.it didn’t mean that shc' 
liked llie do-x ou-pla\ -tennis - do-x (>u-j)lay-golf silly ass sort 
of approach. 'J cchnicjue, that x\as xvhai the young ehajis 
lacked, tlic aliility to win a gill’s aifection by ajjpcaling 
first of all to her intellect. Sure of his ground, the coJcaicI 
scowled till eaten ingly at twe; young majors ojiposite who 
were staring at Audrey xxitli insistence. 'l'ht*n lie callcxl the 
waiter ox^er and Audrey had am c>pp(>rtunity of airing her 
Italian, because the vvaitei had once worked in IVnigia. 

‘ In voglio . . .’ she began. 

' Un marttrii," Colonel Urnicrcjn suggested, who also spoke 
the language fluently, when he wasn’t in Italy. 

^Shut up like a dear, will you, Blinker,’ Audrey said. 
‘You ought to know me well enough l)y now to realize 
that I never can talk Italian wi'll when other people are 
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talking it badly/ She beamed at the waiter with-complicity. 
^ lo voglio un pink gin/ she said. 

^ E il signor colonello?' the waiter asked. 

Cliastencd by Audrey’s rebuke, the signor colonello 
plumped lor a pink gin too, although he would really liave 
preferred a sherr\^ As the waiter wandered away, he 
wondered how he was going to get back into her good 
graces and decided that it had better be by way of politics, 
since she Jiad started on this line herself. 

‘Do you really think tliat I'ito will have a shot at 
(larinlhia ' Ik* asked. 

‘I beg your pardon; I’m afraid I didn’t get that one/ 
Audrey said. 

‘1 a.sk(‘d you if >ou really ihotigiil that dito would have 
a shot at Clarinthia/ ( lolonel Oniicion said. 

‘Sony/ Audny .said. ‘Did 1 never tell ycju that I’m 
frightfidly l(dt-<*aied 

‘Do vor RKAI LV TH\I l lTO WILL li.AVl. 

A SHO'r A r Carinthi \ (’olonel Oniicron sliouted 
slowly, einphasi/int; t‘ach svllable. 

‘flow should 1 know.'' Audrey said. 

‘Hut, inv (l(*ar, you said that you’d said that to the Field 
Marshal,’ (lolonel Oniicron said. 

‘My pool Hhnk('r, I've said so many things to the Field 
Marshal/ Audny said. 

‘Clareless talk, sir, Fin alraid.' One ol the jnjisqueak 
majois s(Mted oj)posite was standing in front of Colonel 
Oiulcron, waving a re]>roving wine glass. ‘I'm afraid 1 
couldn't h(*lp liearing what you were saying, sir, and I 
tlfouglit I’d better warn you that Fito's toj) secret. W’alls 
have ear's, sir, and all that s«rt of thing. Siary, sir. CF S. I.(b)., 
you know.’ 'FIk' major smiled and walked picturc'sqnely 
back to his place. 

‘Really, Blinker, you are naughty, aren’t you.^’ Audrey 
said. ‘You’re comj^romising me, ywi know.' 

‘ But look here, Audreys you were talking about the same 
subject yourself a minute ago,’ Colonel Omicron protested. 
‘You said that Alex himself had distinctly told ytm ’ 
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‘I didn't say AKx; T said the Field Marshal, because 
altliough I don’t know Alex I know several Field Marshals 
hut I didn't say which i dd Marshal, for reasons of 
security, Blinker,’ Audrey said, wrinkling her nose as she 
sipj^ed wryly at her cocktail. ‘I only met Alex once and 
it was at Ascot I remember and then I didn't really meet 
him because I thought he was Duff Cooper and I said 
‘‘Hello, Duff'’ and he said “No, I am Noi Lord Dufferin” 
but of course he was frightfully friendly al)Out it all.’ 

‘I've no doul)t he wo\dd be,’ Colonel Ornicron said. 

‘(^f rourse, if you’re going to get jealous,’ Audrey said. 

‘ I’m not gt'tting jealous; 1 was merely making a remark,* 
Colonel Oniirroii saicl, glaring at three lii'iitenanl-colonels 
\\ ho hail lined up opposite • 

‘Now you're being mean to me,’ Audrey said, dioo})iiig 
her lower lip and widening lier eyes pathetically. ‘I don't 
know what you asked mv out to dinner for if it was otdy l6 
be rude to me.' 

‘My dearest Audrey, I assure you ...’ Colonel Ornicron 
said, 

‘You can assure me a.s much as you like but first you’re 
Hide to me and then you're jealous.’ 

’Jealousy is tlie greatest compliment wliich a man can 
pay to a woman,’ C<doncl Ornicron said. ‘But of course I 
wasn't jealous,’ he added. 

‘There you go again, Blinker,’ Audnw said. ‘You make 
the most w'ouderfully in.sjriring remark to me Jind then you 
go and S])oil it all. Come clean, Blinker: you jealous, 
weren’t you ? ' 

‘All right then, I was,’ Golorrel Omicr(ai said. 

‘Darling Blinker. Tm so glad,’ Audrey said. ‘After all, a 
girl prefers to be liked b> the men who take lier out to dinner, 
especially wdien . . 

‘Especially when what?’ Colonel Ornicron asked. 

‘Especially wdieii she'd rather go out with the man in 
question than with any otlicr man in Vienna,’ Audrey .said, 
closing her eyes and making her eyelashes stand out in 
crescents of stiff little spikes. 
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‘Oh, Audrey,’ Colonel Omicron said. 

‘ Now come along and don’t get licentious,’ Audrey said, 
coming briskly out of her half swoon. ‘Be an angel, Blinker, 
and cycle along to the hall porter and ask him if he’s found 
the compact I left here last 1 uesday or it may have been a 
cigarette lighter.’ 

R<‘eling with love, Colonel Omicron walked along to the 
hall ])orter. 

‘(h)ocl evening, sir,’ the hall porter said. 

'(hden Abends' Ciolonel Omicron said. ^Frdulein compact 
oder lighter here IhenUaf^ oublie 1 mean verges sen hat,^ 

‘ I’he young lady must have made a mistake, sir,’ the hall 
poitei said. ‘Neither a compart hot a cigarette lighter has 
been found here since 'I uesday but young ladies often 
make mistakes, sir, es])ecially when they aic in love.’ 

‘I'll tell you a secret,' Colom^l Omicron said, unable to 
restrain his clc-sire to confide in someone* ‘ These young chaps 
don't know an\ tiling about it, thc*\ luw'en't a clue; what 
girls like is chaps with a bit of cwpei iciu'c, chaps who’vc 
knocked about the* world a l)it, men of the woild, in fact.’ 

‘I couldn't agte e with you more, sir,’ the hall j^orter said 

When (Inlonc I Oinicion got back to the bar, however, he 
found the tJn<*c‘ liruienant-c olonels sitting at the same table 
as Aucliey, clunking double whiskic's and sodas. 

‘Oil Hlmkc'r, this is Finkv and this is Andrew and this is 
Ruflles,' Audrey iiitioduced. ‘I asked tliein over for a quick 
one, as you wc*r(* such a long lime. After all wc 're all in the 
aimy' and I'm sure we've lots of interests in common.' 

Colonc'l Omicron was certain that he had no interests in 
(Qinmon with Pinky and Andrew and Ruflles, who all 
looked as though they were still wet behind the ears. He 
succeeded, however, in srra])ing up some sc^rt of a grimace 
and sat down and gulped so energetically at his martini 
that sc:)ine of it went up the back of his nose and made him 
choke. 

‘Hit him on the back somebody,’ the lieu tenant-colonel 
called Pinky said. 

‘Chap told me in India that the best thing to do in a 
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case like that was to lake off your shoes/ the lieutenant-- 
colonel called Andrew . 

*Or drink the rest of yc i-r drink out of the wrong side of 
the glass just like hiccups,* the lieuleiKint-colonel called 
Rutiles said. 

‘Po<.)r Blinker,’ Audrey said. ‘Somebody blow his nose 
for liim like a dear." 

‘I’m afraid I didn’t manage to get either your compact 
or your lighter, Audrey,’ Colonel Omicrem said, with tears 
ut gin still streaming down his cheeks. ‘('Iliap said he hadn’t 
got them. 1 asked him in a big way too.’ 

‘1 iiat’s all right, Blinker,’ Audiey said. ‘ I n^member now 
that I forgot them in the Bristol.’ 

The thiee lieutenant-colonels had, at Audrey's invitation, 
anotlier three double w'hiskies-and-sodas, but Audrey told 
them not to bother about paying, as she said tliat Blinker 
had plent\ of money since he w^as a lull colom l m Welfare. 
Pinky said tliat it was Inglithilly detent of him, sir, and 
Andicw said that he tliought it Irightiully decent of him, 
too, sir, but Ruffles merely asked it it was true that chaps in 
Welfare got paid for doing nothing, of w'liich Colonel 
Oniicron took rather a poor view, especially as Ruffles 
didn't call him ‘sir’. However, alter Colonel Omicron had 
paid out the money, they went away, although they all 
tried to make appointments with Audrey first, but Audrey 
said they'd better ring her up at the office, as she remem- 
bered dates better that way. 

The waiters at the Kinsky all knew^ Audrey because she 
dined there every night of the week will^ a different escort. 
They were conducted, there fore, both with expedition and 
ceremony to the table whicli Cdlonel Omicron had reserved. 

‘Now% Blinker, Tm all yours,’ Audrey said. 

^ Enfang soohy Colonel Omicron said. 

‘Now, Blinker, tell me something interesting.’ Audrey 
leaned across the tabic and looked enticingly at her host. 

Colonel Omicron had always been a romantic. Twenty 
years ago, as a young officer, he had changed his under- 
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linen three times a week in case he would be injured in a 
motor accident and rescued by a pretty girl who would 
have to undress him and put him to bed. Neither the 
motoring accident nor the pretty girl had ever happened, 
but only Mrs Omicion, in Simla. Overseas service in war- 
time, with Mrs Oinicron doing a bit of queueing in Harro- 
gate, had again raised liopes which had not been com- 
pletely I’uKilled until to-night. He determined, however, 
that he wasn’t going to spoil things by rushing his fences. 

‘Do you like- Vienna better or Romc:^’ lie asked. 

‘I like Rome Ix-tter than \"icnna because in Rome you 
can get your hair don<* up till seven-thirty,’ Audrey said. 

‘Salt ^ ’ he asked. ‘ Do you take sail witli your soup ?’ 

‘ I.asliings,’ Audrey said. 

*'1 hey say that the English take more .salt with their food 
than thf Austrians/ (loloriel Oinicron said. 

'Diere was a silence during wliich they listened to a girl 
with a hig nose at the next table saying to lier eomjianion : 
‘I could eat millions (jI eggs .siin])ly millions.’ 

‘Read IJernaul Sliaw’.s latest hook?’ Clolonel Oinicron 
asked. 

‘What was it calk'd?’ Audn'y asked. 

‘ I’m aliiud I've forgotten (he title,' Ck)lonel Oinicron 
said. 

‘ 1 exjiect it t<‘i rilieally Shavian,’ Audrey said. 

‘I expei t so.' Colonel Oinicron said. 

‘And 1 ate tluiO'en eairots,’ the girl iit the next table said. 

‘1 sav. y\udr(‘\, fun’s hm and all that but 1 don’t want 
you to run awav with the idea tliat I talk like this to cvi ry 
gir] I take out,’ CoIoik'I Omirron said. 

‘Of course I don’t. Blinker/ Aiuliey said. 

‘And 1 suppose you're the big, irad wolf/ the girl at the 
next table saitl. 

‘ Heavens, there's 'J'wingo/ Audrey said, her face lighting. 
‘Dining alone too. Mind if I drift over and speak to hiin^’ 

‘ Twingo darling, it's only you I love, at least for the 
moment it is,’ Andiry said as she twirled in the rummage of 
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the dance, tracing tiu- ^Iniian twiddlings without effort, 
just as though she’d been at home, in the bush of Berkeley 
Square. ‘Oh, I know yo\ diink Tin a shrew, but I’m a 
slirew' with a nice nature, at least I think I am.’ 

'Iwijigo did not answer, but danced on, wearing the 
solemn expression of gloom aliected by those w'ho make 
nieriy wdth their I'ect. Round and round the door they swept, 
winding a way in and out of the other dancers, who filso 
looked just as though thev w'ere about to vomit or to be 
executed. Tlie orchestra w^heezed out a treacle of Babylonian 
traum^ rei, the signature tune of the civili/ation to save 
which young men had died with gapi^ig bellies. Audrey 
closed her t yes and tilted her face. 

‘You’re not cross w'ith jiic because Tin out wath that .silly 
ass Blink#"!', an' you she asked. ‘Because honestly he means 
nothing to me. Xoiu* ol tlu'm mean anything me and^I 
only go out with lliem because you won’t tak(' nu* out.’ 

Her bieath came on a watt of wine and lipstick but it 
made no dilh'ienee tc» 'Jwingo, w’ho onec again did not 
ansvNci, but ineiely ])at(ed hci arm a little and lIkmi w^nt 
on pushing her thnnigh iluid corridors ol revolving brig- 
adi(‘rs Twingo did not know wliy lie didn’t love Audrey 
wjien theie w«is evciy umsoii w’iiy hr should love her. 
Audiey was so lieaiiiiful and young and lidi and Audrey 
Invcd Inin, liui that was the way things had alway's worked 
out as tar as he v as ('oiueined. Ih* liad newer been able to 
fall in love with the girls wlio Jiad falhni in love with him 
and the girls wiili wdioin lie liad been in love had never 
loved him. d’here had been the maichesa ot course, but the 
marrhesa had merely been an excursion into exeiUnnent, 
like cliintiing Ben Nevis for lh#i first time. lie tri(‘d to think 
of the marrhe.sa so that he slmukln’t tliink of Maria but her 
image eluded him and it was still ol Maria he tlioiight. 

‘Twingo darling, you’re not listening to a .single w'ord 
I’m saying,’ Audrey said, holding her cool face close to liis, 
so that her hair lirushcd his check. ‘You’re still thinking 
about Maria, aren’t you?’ 

The mention of her name by another made her sound 
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more accessible and the syllables soothed his mind like lint 
placed on a wound. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine 
that it was witli Maria that he was dancing, with her hand 
in his and tlie touch of her dress against him; when he 
optuicd (h(‘in again he was still dancing with Audrey and 
they had bumped into a full colonel with teeth like a tank 
tread. 

‘1 beg your paidoii, he apologized to the colonel, 
and hr .ipologi/id lo Audrey as well, lor thinking al)out 
Maii*i wh< n lie ought to hav(‘ Ixcn thinking about her. 

‘ rill v\^ T o> Sony, Audiev, but that’s how things are.’ 

‘’S'ou jusi t an'i liclp il, can yo\i SIk' was crsiiig (juietly 
but slic o i< d not to sliow it, .s[niling at liim througli the 
s[),ukl(' ot licr usais \Jusl as I < an'l hedj) thinking about \ou. 
()ug]»t make ono laugh like a di.iin ll it didn't make one 
want lo \oM \) like oih instead.’ But h>i .dl her liravery her 
chin sjux.lv and dx* itais came tumbling down towards her 
month in sj|\ei pi'bliles. 'Oh, Iwingo, lif('*s a nonsei sc, 
isn’t it, aiul *is to what it all nu‘aiis, sonu*tiines I liasen’t a 
clue, h.iv(' yui She e aught at hei gut t with hei longue, 
siuking It ndaulousK into liei naughty led inoutli. 'Do 
you know, at Inst I was glad when Hooky handed NTaria 
bat'k to tin' Kusskuis that moiuiug aftei bieaklast liecause 
1 llioiighl n\l m<an that I'd ret \ou loi nnsclfand I knew 
that you fued het siumg tlieii in the sunlight ; but now J’ln 
Sony that lu haiuli d iici hai k because 1 don’t want you to 
be miseiable and that must naan that I love you it I don’t 
W'ant sou to be ini>i lable.’ 

‘Auilr(*\ dailmg, sou mustn't erv,' bwingo .said, steering 
her discreetly past tiie lull c'olnucl, whose l)c*aky-noscd 
consort wms tiying to liear W'hat thc'v were saying. ‘I'm an 
awful swine leally and one day w hc'ii I'm hanged for rape 
at the ag(‘ ol ninety you'll he awtully proud you didn’t 
many me ' 

h\nd ril become a tait, d'wingo,’ she said. ‘Would you 
come and sec me scunetimes if I became a tart? Perhaps 
when I was a veiy old retired tart you would. Oh, Twingo, 
why is everything such a muddle at times 
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'Fhey danced on uni I Ler tears dried and she was able 
to powder her face wdthoi t attracting people’s notice. 


•Now, Blinker, be an angel and explain to me all about the 
gold standard.’ Riding batk home with Coh)nel Omicron 
in the bn// wagon, Audrey seemed to have recovered her 
i>pirits. 

'The gold staudanl is based on gold,’ Colonel Omicron 
bi'gan dismally. ‘And of coiiise silvci comes into it as well 
although I've never uiulerstood quite how, httause it's all 
liightiollv ( oinplicated.’ 

‘On second tlioughts I think you'd better tt'JI me about 
tiade winds/ Aiuhe^ said. I've aKva^s been a little vague 
alxnit monsoons.' 

‘It all sttUts with li(»t ail lisiiig and cold air lusliing in to 
lake Its place,' Colonel Omuion said. -v 

Thu \\h) are they chilled “trade’' vsincls, Blinker:*’ 
Collectecl in her corini, Audie\ \\,is obstinately aeadernic. 

‘Because* oiigiuallv they heljx d tiade, I su])pose,’ Colonel 
OniKioii said. ‘You know, blew the jolly old sailing ships 
«dong.* 

‘\()u've got it wTong, Blinker; that's the gull stream,’ 
Audrey said, 

‘I don't want Ic) be ludc, but how can the gulf stream 
hloiL shi]w along *’ Cloionc*! Omuion said, 

‘Well, •>uck them along, il )ou like it hetici,’ Aucliey said. 

‘I still don't think tliat the gull stream ( onic^s into it at 
all,’ Colonel Omicioii said. 

‘Have it >our own wa), Bhnkei,’ Audrey said. ‘That’s 
w'hat the Russians are jealous ol us lor : because wc own the 
gulf sticam.’ 

‘You mean, America owns the gull stream,’ Colonel 
Omicron said. 

‘Don’t be silly, Blinker; you’re thinking ol the Panama 
Canal,’ Audrey said 

‘Perhaps I am,’ Colonel Omicron said. 

They rode the rest of the way in silence. 
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‘ Wiener Frauen^ Wiener Manner^ 

Wahlen Kurncr^ Seitz itnd Renner,^ 

the < h'ctionecrin<; placards passed up by the Ostcrrcichische 
Soziali.lisciie Part(‘i said, but Colonel Nicobar paid no 
atinuioii because in the Herrengasse a ])retty i'air-luiired 
girl had just ])a.sse(l him with a cold high face and it had 
made Inin ieel that he was getting old. Instead, to relieve 
liis rc(‘iings, he stuck his head o^ut oi' the window of his car 
and rnared ‘ Vetjiurhter SchiveinehiiTur at an intre]»id Austrian 
loiry driver, although he was instantly aware that Rtwerend 
Motlirr Auxilia would not have approved, because she had 
told Inin, (m more than one occasion, that tin* future j)eace 
the woild de])end('d u]>on the unseen victories which each 
individual \n<is able to gain ov(‘r liis ])redis]i(>sition to greed, 
enwanlirt and im])ati('n( e. This ])«ii ticul.ir November iiiorii- 
mg, ho\v('ver, (^)lonel Nicobar was not iccling capable of 
concern about world ailairs, b(‘(aus(‘ Scnica' Subaltern 
(^uail had jnst telephoned him at tin' Bund(‘sminist(Tiuin 
fur luncn>, which hr had betMi visitin!!; on oilicial business, 
to say diat Ihigadirr CatK»ck wanted to sec him ini- 
mc‘diately. 'I In* inter i iiption had displeased liirn doubly: 
firstly, it meant that he would have to i(‘li!rn later to the 
Himdesniinisteriuin in order to conijileU' liis eiujuirics, and 
st eondly he never liked being sent for by the brigadier, 
because it generalK meant getting more work to do. 

‘ rhe subject is Maria Bi'rfilem’ the brigadier said as soon 
as Colonel Nicobar entered his olliee. ‘Young Cjkh’on tells 
me that you've liand(‘d her over to the Russians more than 
a month ago.’ 

‘('lajitain (udeon's information is correct, sir,’ Colonel 
Nicobar said. 

‘ Tin afraid between us Gideon and I have made a bit of 
a nonsense of this,' Brigadier Catlock said. ‘Oh, it’s rny can 
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all right, Hooky, ard I’ll carry it.’ He smiled a brief smUe 
which accentuated the weary lines on his face and made the 
colonel think that perhaps the brigadier wasn’t such a bad 
chap after all and was probably just as overworked as he 
\\ as. ‘ I know the Soviets asked lor her all right but it now 
appeal's that it’s not official policy to repatriate political 
dissidents. And in any case slie's a \"olksdcutsche. Look 
here, Hooky, what exactly is a \’olksdcutscher ?’ 

"A Rcichsdeutscher is a citizen of pre-i^th March, 1938 
Germany,’ Colonel Nicobar rattled olT readily enough. ‘A 
Volk^deutseher is a person of Ciennanic origin resident in a 
country other than Germany or Austria and accorded a 
pri\ileged status by Hitler when he over-ran those countries 
in wliirh they v\cie r<‘sident:’ 

‘Sounds just all right to me, Hooky,’ the brigadier said. 

‘'riiough whether there can technically be su( h a ]iersou 
as a Russian \'olksdeutscher beats me because the Volga 
Germans wen' sent to Siberia long belore then' was any 
possibilitv of their being over-run.’ 

But Brigadier Catlock w^asn't really listening. 

‘CJlialiapiiie,’ he said. ‘I suppose he’s dead now oi 
isn’t he?’ He got up and began to prance about the room, 
bawling out a noise whicli he imagined sounded like tiie 
Volga Boat Song. ‘ Come to think of it these singer chaps must 
have an easy time ol it. Wine, women, and song, wlicreas 
all we poor sods ever get now^adavs is beer, bitclies and 
brcjadcasting. Xicc seems to have gone dow'n the drain like 
everything else.’ He came and stood l:)y Colonel Nicobar 
and laid his hand on his shoulder for a moment and then 
went and sat down again at his desk. ‘Iwer ngretted 
becoming a soldier, Hooky.” he asked. 

‘Not so as you’d notice it,' Ccilonel Nicobar said. 

‘ I once thought of becoming a parson but I don’t suppose 
I’d have been much good at being good.’ 7 ’liey both smiled 
as they tliought of Bishop Catlock, in blown out lawn 
sleeves, preaching aw'ay about tlic Pentateuch. ‘ J’hat arm 
of yours must be a bit of a nuisance to you at times. Hooky,’ 
the brigadier said. 
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‘It"s not as difficult as it looks, you know,’ the colonel 
said. 

‘All the same you might have found things easier in 
business although I don’t always envy those chaps with 
their Anthony Edens and their rolled umbrellas,’ the brig- 
adier said. ‘Which reminds me: going to Blinker’s cocktail 
party ' ’ 

‘Not liightlully/ the colonel said. 

‘I’m not either,’ the brigadier said and brought to an 
end their intimacy, which was tlic closest they had evei 
acliieved. ‘Well, Maria Buhlen’s over and done with 
apparently and the least said soonest mended.’ 

leaving the bngadier, the colonel decided that he 
wouldn’t rcluni to the Biind'^snimislerium just yet but 
would l(»ok m at his olfHe fust, in case something more 
iinpojtant had tinned up while he was out. He also decided 
that 1)(‘ would say nothing to Iwingo about the mistake 
which liad been made ovei Maria Biihlen, because it would 
only mak(‘ the >oung man saddei. He didn't feel sad himself 
lor very long, liowrvei, because a military band began to 
l>lay again somewhere and he threw out his chest and 
inarched again m i<|i*j to Moris, with young girls throw'ing 
lioweis at him. 

Nothing impoitant had turned up at the office while he 
had been tnit except a loiitinc oicler and the Roumanian 
gimeial the notice said th.it trojiical kit would no longer be 
woin and tiie Roimnunan geneial said that lie was no longer 
looking lot sixty thousand lo\al Roumanians who liad iought 
on the side ol the Allies but only foi thousand, ris he had 
inade a mistake in the nothings. 

‘Spintnally speaking although Tm no spiritualist, sir, I 
think V's talking out ol W\c liack of 'is ’ead,' Sergeant 
Moonlight said. 

However, the colonel left the Roumanian general to talk 
out of the back of his head to Senior Subaltern Quail, who 
seemed to like listening, and himself drove back to the 
Bundcsministcrium to resume his interrupted deliberations. 



With the light from the lamp casting a lovely glow ou her 
face, Schwester Kasimira sat promoting the colonel’s second- 
best battledress, because Colonel Nicobar had l>een only a 
lieutenant-colonel six months ago as he might be only a 
lieu tenant-colonel again six montlis hence, because that was 
the way of the army, popping up and popping down. 
Schwester Kasimiia did not talk as slie sewed but kept her 
head bent over her work, because she was working to the 
greater glor>’ of God. Watching her, Colonel Nicobar 
w'ondered if nuns really knew' how' wicked men ol the w'orld 
sometimes were and il they would speak to them il llicy did. 
Reverend Mother Aiixiha seemed to have some rough ideas 
on the subject, ol course, as he had gatlicred lioin walcliiri^ 
hci watch Tw'ingo and hinisell counting the spirit ration 
when it came in Ironi N.A.A.F. 1. although there was 
nothing really very wicked in that. ‘Every little betrayal, 
every little rhyming ol conviction and convenience, every 
little selfishness, every little preference ol immediate comfort 
to ultimate good hastens the coming ol the next war,’ 
Reverend Mother Auxilia had once said to him, as she sat 
embroidering a ])ink cliasuble for use on special Sundays in 
Advent and Lent. 

Reverend Mother Auxilia was watcliing him now, he felt 
sure, as slic sat on the other side of the lamp, reading her 
biTviary, as slie had not always time to say her office in 
choir with the other nuns because she wa^) too busy looking 
after the administration of the convent. She often came in 
and sat with him in the evenings now, and the colonel 
rather liked it, because with Audrey and Iwingo always 
being out he tclt lonely. Sometimes he wondered whether 
it w^as quite the drill to sit there drinking whisky while she 
was reading holy Latin words in her book right in front of 
him, but he supposed that she would have told him if she 
had objected. 
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7'Iie light from the lamp fell with friendliness on the nuns’ 
habits and the colonel’s red tabs and gay splash of medal 
ribbons. When Reverend Mother had finished saying 
iriUtins and lauds for the next day she looked at the lamp 
through hah closed e\es until she began to be able to 
imagine that it was a miniature moon, shining a timid 
brilliance on to their tiny world. Soon, however, and 
naturally enough since she was a nun, she was thinking of 
sanctifying grace, which also shone as a moon upon a world, 
and of how sad it was that so few men should attempt to 
correspond with it. She thought of this for some time before 
she decid(‘d to ask the colonel a fjuestion which had long 
been in h^'r mind, becau.se although she was an irTii)ali( nt 
nun she was also a good nun and her goodness often marie 
her ashaiiif ci of hei woildly knowledge. 

'dVIl me, Herr Oberst, wliv aren’t )OU a Christian^* 
she asked. 

'I’m not tin oflicial Christian, if that’s what \ou mean. 
Reverend Mother,’ the ('olmiel .said at length. 

*'1 hei(‘ IS IK) otli(‘i w'ay ol being a C"hristian,' Reverend 
Mothei said. ‘1 Jiliei one aere])ts otlicial Christianity or one 
doesn’t; juivaie Chi istuinitv iiu'vitably degcnciates into 
lieresy .md In t‘nce.’ 

‘()|li(itd Cliristianltv h.asift got a very good record, has 
it.’’ tlie colonel s«iid, a little angiih. ‘ riunking men the 
world over hav< no nioie use lor ollicial C^lhristianitv.* lie 
sto[)ped as he saw the liuit on lu*r (ace. ‘Foigive me, 
Re vx'rend MoiIkt; 1 chdift intend to be offensive. I always 
look at things this way : all m<‘ii an' swin<‘ but the trouble is 
to* s<*parate the swine liom die swine.' He tried to reas'^ure 
the mm vvitli a smile, knowing that lie had not expressed 
himself' veiv well. 'You know, v%c liave a v<'ry good rule in 
the army: if you want to avoid unpleasantness never talk 
about politics or religion.’ 

‘You will i)ardon me, Herr Oberst, if I tell you that I am 
thinking that it is a very stupid rule, as politics and religion 
are the only subjects worth talking about, since one concerns 
our temporal welfare and the other our eternal welfare,’ 
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Reverend Mother saiti .\nd as I am not in the least 
interested in whether you e.^t more fish in England than we 
eat in Austria or whether >oiirjet-propellyd aeroplanes w;^ll 
he able to travel faster than the American jet-ju'opclled 
aeroplanes, it is a rule which I do not intend to observe. 
As regards what you were saying about all men being sw'inc 
and separating tlic swine from the swine, what you leally 
oiiglu to have said was that the diflieulty was to separate 
Irom the swine ilie sw'ine who try not to he swine from the 
swine that don't.’ Slie hjoked saclK at S<hwestc‘r Kasimira 
as slie .^poke, hut Sclnvestcr Kasimira was still (|uietl> sewing 
away and did not raise her liead. ‘Qiiitc aj)art iiom that, 
Ihir ()l)eist, you have made two st»itements: the hist was 
that oliicial Christianity hadn't got a \cry gootl rieord and 
tlie second was that thinking men the w’tald over haven't 
got any more use for oliicial Cil»nstianity. Oh, it’s all riglu*, 
you dr)n’t need to mind S(’hw(‘ster Kasimira: lu r laid) is as 
secure as my own.’ 

‘Look Reverend Mother, I don't want to hurl your 
feelings,’ Colontd Nicobar said. 

‘IleiT Obeist, if you were one oi'iny nuns I sliould order 
\ou uiider lioly f)l)cdiencr to hint my heliugs,’ Reverend 
Mother said. ‘As you are not a nun, however, I tan only 
lerpiest Nou to liurt them. Please, IJerr Oberst ; I am not 
a( rustoincd to being kc])t waiting.’ 

‘"[’he two questions are really one, Reverend Mother,' the 
colonel said, looking at the larnj) rather than at Reverend 
Mother as he spoke, so lliat he would nr t have U> observe 
the cfTcct of his words on her ex])ressior ‘I have only to 
remind you of the Middle Ages, to prove the truth of my 
first statement : the Borgias, the cpiarrels about the succes- 
sion to the j)apacy, the immoral lives of the clergy, the 
crimes committed by w'orldly prelates lusting for j'‘o\ver, tlic 
tortures of the Spanisli Inquisition, all that deceit, ambition 
and cruelty does not reflect the spirit of Chxist wliich even 
the man in the street knows was sweet and gentle. And 
Richelieu,’ he concluded. ‘There’s a chap for you.’ 

Schwester Kasimira raised her head slowly from her 
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sewing. The colonel thought that she looked very tired and 
plain and stupid. 

^‘Aiid how does, the man in the street know that the spirit 
of Christ was sweet and gentle?’ she asked. 

‘He\s read it in the Bible of course,’ Colonel Nicobar 
said. ‘Matthew, Murk, Luke, John.’ 

*I do not tliink that the man in the street is reading his 
Bible fniite us iruirh as you arc perhaps liking to believe,’ 
Seliwester Kusimira said. ‘And even if they do read the 
Bible, \>'l;o V( pt it sale for them down the centurif:s, when 
men w(Te bein^ so wicked.’ Was it not the Church, whose 
oflicial rej)n‘s<'ntatives were so often giving siu h very bad 
examples ol the leaehing of tht;ir Master / But there were 
ollu'i olluiul ie[Hes<MiUitivcs whose names did not get into 
the hi' lory houL>, ItunibK ])iiests and imris wlio did (Jod's 
wdl, although SOUK' even oi them became famons, like Santa 
IVn'sa fji Avila and San Jiian de la Cru/. and Santa Rosa of 
lama, ^'on s( e, I bar Oheist, I do not think that you arc 
quite nnilei si<mfling. '1 he I.oid made tiu' ('Inirch out of 
!tK)it«il men .md women and he did not say that tlicy w'caild 
he without siri hut onK that he would guide* the Clniich, 
so that il would not eir aiul that the liglu v\ould still shine 
from it. riuit ilu* light still sliines lioin a CMmrdi that lias 
often hail such wit Ud haderb is suieK a isiool ol Its divine 
mission i either ih.m the reverse'. Xo, Herr Ohvibi, Ciod will 
not let us lai!,' she said and henl her liead again and went 
on with h('r sew ing. 

But the lolonel tliought that he had heard all that sort 
of thing b<‘f<)re. 

‘ Take this last war then,’ he said. ‘For the sreond time in 
less than tw(‘nlv-live years Christian has fought against 
Christian, (^.atholic against Catliolic. And what have the 
cardinals and tlic archbishops and the bishops had to say 
about it ^ Has one single significant utterance come from 
their li]>s * Has any one of them uttered a clear statement 
that sinful men could understand and l3e guided by? Has 
any German archbishop told the Germans that it was a 
crime to launch flying lx>mbs and rockets against the city 
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of London? Has any It Ui>n bishop spoken a tearless tiling? 
Has any English archbisl op or bishop dared to condemn 
the area-bombing of Berlii. and the burning alive of Gemjan 
babies with phosphorus bombs? Has the Holy Father ever 
spokcii one clear unambiguous truth that could be undcr- 
standed of the people ^ Has any cardinal cried out the clean, 
true, cool gospel of Christ? Oh, I know, tliere have been 
pronouncements, condeninaiions ol sin in general terais, 
but tired, bewilder txl and unhappy men want more than 
that. Ihey want to be guided, instructed, given an ideal. 
At piesent neither tlie victors nor the \anquished know 
what to believe in: science tells them one thing and re- 
ligion tells them another ^and in their l)e\\ildeni[ient they 
abaiulon metaphysical conjecture and lui'n to tlie mateiial; 
the victors l)ur\’ their heads in tJi(‘ir old |)hilosojihy a 
gocxl time and trains with restaurant cars and the 
(juished have no time to worn alxuit a plulosophy at all 
because all their energies air used up in the struggle to 
exist. No cardinal or archhisliop conu'S along to disjM'l their 
doubts and uncertainties and to prove to them that religion 
IS not the phoney noi sense they honc^stly bc'Iievi' it to be. 
I'or you must not make the mistake ol imagining, Reverend 
Mcjthei, that all worldlings are in had laith and insinceio. 
Many ol them, 1 think, are as sinceie in their unbeliel as 
\ oil and SchwestcT Kasimira are in your laith : they arc only 
loo walling to he eonvc’rted to oHic lal Clnlstiainly l>ut first 
of all the re])reseiitativrs ol cjlhcial Cihrislianity liavc got to 
prove to them that the Cliurcfi ol Cliri:.t stanch lor social 
justice, liOiiesty, kindness to the weak and that its interpreta- 
tion ol the word “sin'’ is not, as the common man honcrstly 
believes it is, solely in terms of alcohol and sex. That is what 
you require to prove to the world, Reverend Mother, before 
men will come willingly to the wedding least and to do so I 
rather think that you will require tongiu's more elo(|ucnt 
and minds more alert than those lielonging to the country 
bumpkins Holy Mother Church continues to consecrate as 
bishops. Forgive me if I have hurt your feelings, but you 
asked me to speak plainly, and please believe that I am as 
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anxious as you for the world to hear some glad new thing.’ 

‘Thank you, Herr Oberst, for having spoken your 
thoughts so plainly,’ Reverend Mother said and then they 
both saw that the Russian colonel had entered the room, 
with Schwestcr Michaela by his side, and even Schwester 
Kasimira looked up liom her work and smiled, because 
she thought that the Russian colonel looked tired and she 
was soiry for him. 

‘You are a little wrong,’ ih^ Ru^isian colonel said slowly 
in diliicult English. ‘Ihe victors are not all burying their 
lieads. Ill Riissia it will be a long time before we think 
about trains with restaurant cars. In Russia w^c used to say 
thrit Peter the (heat was a had man because he was cruel; 
now' in Russia we are saying that Peter the (heat was a 
good mail betause he wanted Russia to he great ’ He smiled 
as he said tli(‘se words but it was impossible to tell from his 
smile \vhethei he himself apjiroved or disapproved of their 
sentiment. ‘ But that is not what I arn corning to talk about. 
I am coming to talk about a much clifTerent matter. I am 
coming to talk about Maiia Buhlen. I am roming to tell 
you that she lias csca]ied. r.vldc'iuly she was not believing 
all the iiromises which we were making her.’ 

‘And let me tell )ou that 1 should not have Iieen believing 
tliern either, Herr Ohei'st,’ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 
‘And let me tell ^ou also that I am very glad that she has 
escaped.’ 

‘Perhaps we are being a little unkind to Herr Uherst 
Piniev,’ Schwester Kasimiia said, ‘Perhaps the Herr 
Russische Oberst himself belic\cd the jjromises which he 
made on behalf c^f his govTrnment. In any case I do not see 
tliat it will do any oi us Ixmcfit to go on distrusting one 
another.’ 

*I beg your pardon, Herr Oberst Piniev,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said immediately. ‘I liad not right to speak 
as rudely as I did and I shall ask our Lord to forgive me.’ 

‘It is of no matter at all,’ Colonel Piniev said. ‘I merely 
am coining to tell you that Maria Buhlen has escaped and 
to ask you if she has again taken shelter in your convent. 
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Oh, I know what you are thinking, Reverend Mother. You 
are wondering how I know that she ever took shelter in 
your convent, since I wa*' n t appearing to know that niglit. 
U'ell, I did not know th<A night, but I knew the next 
morning, and it was not Hcir Obersl Nicobar who told me 
so that you need not be looking crossly at him. We Russians 
liavc little ways of finding things out, such as counting the 
number of nuns who were praying in your convent before 
Maria Buhlen was handed over to \is and agnlii counting the 
number of nuns who were praying in your convent after 
Maria Buhlen was handed over to us, so you will sec tliat 
tln-re is notliing very coin])licating about it. But wc shall let 
gonebses be gonebyes, Reverend Motlun*, and look only to 
the future, which unfortunately does not seem as thongli it 
were going to lie so very much more l>eaiitiful than the 
])ast. Reverend Mother, please answer me tliis question and 
lliis time I sludi beliiwe you.’ 

‘I did not lie last time, Herr Obersl,' Reverend Mot hex 
Au^ilia said. 

‘Oh no, you did not lie; \ou merely allowed me to ije 
searching your c()nvent for a lie,’ Colonel Piniev said. ‘'J hat 
is what, 1 tliink, yon call a white lie. Oh, there is no need to 
look ashamed. (Uirislians are not the only people w^ho fail 
to live up to their creed: romiminists fail, too, sornctime.s.* 
He smiled quite gaily at them all, although the liiu's round 
his gi-e\ e\es made him l<K>k tired. ‘Then 1 am believing 
tlial this time Maria Ikililen is not liiddcji away in your 
coinenl and dres.sed u]> as a nun .is lovely as Sr}nv(‘ster 
Michael a lieie ^ ’ 

d'liey all laughed together, forgetting niomentarily, as 
they had once forgotten them before, tlirir antagonisms in 
their common sense of llie lidiculous. Watching the beauty 
which briefly lit their unlrippy faces, Colonel Nitobar 
wondered if it lit also his own and then saw^ that Srliwestcr 
Michacia, who always looked beautiful, was blushing, 
perhaps because it was not so very long since slie had been 
at dances, with young men whispering in her car. 

‘No, this time she is not here, Herr Oberst Piniev, 
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ndtber dressed as a nun nor as an ordinary young woman 
of the world/ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 

‘Then this time I shall be believing you/ Colonel Piniev 
said. 

* Thank you/ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. ‘Won’t you 
sit down and talk to us for a little.’ 

Colonel Piniev sat down. To-night he was not wearing 
hLs ordinary high buttoned tunic and blue breeches with a 
thin red stripe ; instead he was wearing a khaki smock and 
baggy breeches which were also khaki. There were medal 
ribbons on his breast, two of which were the szimc, red and 
grey, r(‘d and grey. Colonel Nicobar wanted to ask him 
what they were for and whether they had anything to do 
with Leningrad or Stalingrad, but didn’t like to, in front of 
the nuns, who weren’t military-minded. So they all sat in 
silence ti'>nng to think up sometliing to say to one another 
until Clolonol Nicobar asked tlu' Russian colonel if he would 
like a gI«'Lss of whisky. 

‘Seottlsli vodka, no tap heels/ Colonel Piniev said, 
swallowing the eontemts of* his glass at a gulp. ‘Good health, 
mud in yonr eye, same again.’ 

Reverend Mother Auxilia turned her kind lined old face 
towards Colonel Piniev and looked at him earnestly. ‘Herr 
Oberst, I am beginning to believe that you are a man of 
broad understanding and human sympathy and accordingly 
I am encouraged to ask you a question which I should not 
otherw'i.se have thought of asking you,’ she said. 

‘Reveiend Mother Auxilia may be a.sking me any ques- 
tions which she may be wanting to although I hope she will 
not be asking any indiscreet questions,’ Colonel Piniev said. 

‘You must not embarrass the colonel,’ Colonel Nicobar 
said. ‘You must remember that he is under very strict 
orders.' 

Everyone looktxl so uncomfortable when he had said this 
that Colonel Nicobar wondered w^hether he ought to have 
made the remark. He had been frightened, however, lest 
Reverend Mother should ask the Russian colonel a question 
to which he ought not to reply and which he might answer 
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out of a mistaken sense of politeness and so incur the dis- 
pleasure of his superiors. They all sat with sketchy smiles on 
their faces but behind he - smiles they were thinking of the 
Russian Secret Police and of the terrible things it ^as 
reputed to do to Russians said anything against Soviet 
doctrines and of Colonel Piniev sitting there looking so nice 
and fiiendly and human and with e\cs and hair and nose 
just like themselves and still being spned upon by the 
RiLssian Secret Police. 

‘Even in the hot of battle 1 am sure that Colonel Nicobar 
is not forgetting the orders of his general and I ^iin too a 
soldier and so I shall not be foi getting the ordeis ol my 
geneial even in tlie hot of peace/ Colonel Piniex said. 

'Thank \ou, Herr Olierst Piniev/ Rcveiend Mother 
Auxilia said. ‘Herr Oberst, when vou canu' in just now, w'c 
were in the middle of a veiy seiious discussion. 1 had been 
asking Herr Olierst Nicobar \\h\ he was not a Christian 
.ind now I am going to ask you tlie same qiuslion. He^r 
Oheist Piuiev, why is it that you are not a Christian 

Colonel Nicobar watclu'd Colonel Pniicv's expression 
( losely but there was not the slightest e\]>iesbion oi a sneer 
as he sat there thinking over what loi m his reply sliould take. 

‘1 suppose I am not lieing a Christian because 1 am being 
a communist/ he said. ‘But do not let that olfencl you, 
Reverend Mother, liecause someiinics, in spite ol what our 
leaders say, I am tliinking that both iiuc communists and 
tiue Christians are trying to achieve the same puqiose.’ 

‘The Holy lather is not tliinking so but please go on all 
the same/ Reverend Mother said. 

‘If you will be listening a little I shall be trying to tell 
you/ Colonel Piniev said. ‘I was very young when the 
1 evolution broke out in Rus^a, let us be saying about 
twenty years old. I was wanting the resolution not because 
I was tired ol the war against Genriariy Imt because I 
thought that it was the only way ol making the Russian 
people happy. I knew that the 1 sar would never make the 
people happy neither the nobles iieith^’r their beautUuI 
womans in silks neither even the priests although they said 
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that they believed the religion of Jesus Christ who was 
wanting to make all men happy. So I became a revolu- 
tionary which was not very difficult because my father had 
bfcn a revolutionary before me only my father was a real 
revolutionary because he tried to blow up the Tsar’s railway 
train; but 1 was a kind revolutionary and did not want to 
kill any<>ru‘, nf)t even the rich peoples who had been unkind 
to the poor peoples but only to make all peoples happy 
together in Russia whether it was sun in summer or snow 
in winter. I was n(‘vcr wanting to murder the rich peo]des 
and to steal their jewTls and to throw priests naked into 
fro/<‘ii rivers and to w atch them drowm under the ice. I w'as 
wanting to be a kind revolutionary, I am saying, but Russia 
stamped out my revolution jusKis the Church has stamped 
out the spirit ol’ Christ out of Christianity. Please do not be 
olfendt‘d, Reverend Mother: I know' that you are trving to 
be a true Cliristian just as I am trying to be a true com- 
munist, only events and other men’s selfishness are loo strong 
for us, as ihr\ were too strong for St Francis.’ 

*l am glad that you have heard of St Francis, Herr 
Oberst,’ Selnvesier Kasimiia said. ‘I think that he w'as a 
very beautiliil saint.’ 

chose St Francis I'or iny ])atron l)ecause I was con- 
firmed on the I'oiirth ol ()etol)cr,’ Scluvester Michaela said, 
with a deliberate downward glance ol licr eyes wiiich made 
Colonel Nuobar wonder whether she still found it difficult 
not to look in mirrors. 

‘Let's leave Si I’lanris out of it,’ Reverend Mother 
Auxilia said. ‘Personally 1 have always thought him just a 
little bit 'Sentimental ; instead of all this preaching to the 
birds he might have gone and preaclicd to the Pope, like our 
Holy MoiluT St Wallmrga of Graz. But w hat I do want to 
say to Herr Oberst Piniev is that it is quite incorrect to say 
that the Church has stamped the spirit of Christ out of 
Christianity. Wliatever the personal failings of individual 
Pop<*s, the teaching of the Church has aKvays been the 
teaching of Christ : thou slialt love the Lord thy God with 
all thy heart, and witli all thy mind and with all thy soul 
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and thy neighbour as thy^eJf. That is the difference between 
your failure and ours, Hen Oberst: we still go on teaching 
and trying and praying whereas il conununisin ever had 
doctrine of equality it has long ago abandoned it anci 
preaches now' only greater j)Ower for Russia/ 

‘Your teaching is not >0(‘ming thcMi to liave had a much 
lot of effect,’ Colonel Piniev said, a little less patiently than 
before. ‘The communist doctrine does not state that it is 
wiong to kill the enemies of communism w hom it is con- 
^ideri»’g as the eiu^mies of ])rogress, but the Christian 
doctriiie does slate that it is wrong not to love your enemies 
aiid still (jcrinan and Italian Catholics go bombing Ikitish 
aed American Catliolit s and^Rrilisl^ and Anieriean ( :atholics 
(oine bombing (ierman and Italian Catliolics bark ajid 
none ol them think that il is extraordinary because* they 
ha\e I'or so long been disobeying their I.oul in tins matteY 
that tlu'v find it quite natural. 'I’he leaders on both sides say 
that it is about the things of the spirit that they am figl)ting 
but tile peoj)les llieinselves know’ that it is about oil atid 
ex])orts and im])orts and still tlie ])t‘oj)les ilo not think that 
it is extraordinary because they are knowing that nobody 
is reallv caiing \erv much about wliat the Lord i'- saying. 
\Vh eieas in Russia when w^c are fighting about oil w'e say 
that we arc fighting about oil.’ 

‘"idiai is not quite rormet, colonel/ Colonel Nicobar said, 
deciding to abandon di])Iomary and say wiiat lie lliought. 
‘Not only has Soviet Russia never told llx' I ruth to the 
world, she has also never told it to her own ])eoj)le. Why 
lias tin* Russian peojfit* never been given the right lul account 
of the British and AiiK'riean war effort.^ Why have they not 
been told of the source of supjjy ol so many ol' the guns, 
aeroplanes and munitions with which they (onquered the 
Germanj».^ Why have they not been told of the v^iy real 
and genuine admiration of the British and American 
peoples for the Red Army ? And why are the ecjualitarian 
doctrines of communism no longer taught in Russia, where 
a Russian comrade general can get better rations than 
other people and where skilled technicians and government 
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officials cat! give their children a better education than the 
common plrh? Shall I tell you what intelligent British and 
^jncricans are beginning to think? We are beginning to 
think that Russia is concerned only with the future of Russia 
as she was conrerned only with the future of Russia when 
she made her hangman’s pff)t with Hitler in 1919 . We are 
beginning to think worse than that; wc arc beginning to 
think that tin* leaders of Russia arc deliberately kec])ing the 
pfv)])le of Russia in ignorance oi’the ideals and aims animat- 
ing tlu' Westf tn }*ov\on>; we are beginning to think that the 
leadeis ol Russia aie using the comnuinist ]) 4 itty in other 
ccunitiifs to exploit discontent abroad a!id to act as a fifth 
oolnmn in the (\( 1 I ot'a thiid^woild wai. Foi tlu' threat of 
v\ai comes now only Ironi one power, colonel, and that 
pov\(T is vS(j\i<'i Russia. And that t'aet, colonel, sitting iheix* 
with vour wln^kv and sotla m sour hand, y)u niiist know 
tullv as wt 11 as 1 do.' 

'Shall 1 he sa\ing that I am not \<‘i\ high in the eouncils 
ol mv nation and so am not knowing tlu^ thoughts w^hich 
are lying in llu* minds ol those who aie directing the 
destinies ol So\i{t Russia.^' (lolonel lhnic\ said. 'Shall 1 be 
saying loo that distrust can he (omlng Irom t\\o sides as 
well a^ irom ou<‘ .* .Shall 1 be sa\ing also that the attitude 
w'hieh tl«e W ( Stein I’oweis acltipled ir>waids iny ('ountiy in 
the ]H*iiod coming iininediatr ly attei our rexolntion did not 
make the Russians think the Western l\)W'crs were their 
triends? Shall 1 he saving that we in Russia knew' that you 
w'Cir not hating us b<'causc we were the enemies of your 
C’hrisi hut because you won' thinking that we were the 
enemies of tlu' accuniulaticm of wealth and fat business men 
driving about in big motor eai^s with beautiful w^omans? 
Shall 1 be saying that m human quarrels both sides are 
alwass a little right and that both sides are always greatly 
ill the wioiig? We have both made mistakes perhaps but 
wdth a little understanding and self-sacrifice on both our 
parts perha}^ we might learn to work for die peace of the 
world wliich I should like you to believe that my country 
is desiring as canieslly as yours.’ 
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'Thank you, colonel/ Colonel Nicobar said. 'You put 
your view with clarity. The trouble is that revolutions 
always tend to attempt to export themselves: Napoleon, 
Hiller and Mussolini, the> all made the same mistake.’ 

^ Pax C/itLti in regno CJmsti' Rcverei'd Mother Auxilia 
said. 'That is the only thing which can save (he world. Herr 
Oberst Piniev, I do not f|uitr know if' )ou have really 
answ^cred iny question/ 

‘i have been telling you that I am not l>eing a Christian 
because I am being a coiiuimnist/ Colonel I^iniev said. 'I 
diall also be telling yon one thing rnoie: if Christians had 
alw'ays obeyed the teachings of their Master there would 
have been no need of < oinguinism. If the rirli had always 
been kind to the poor, it the stiong had aUvays been go»itlc 
with the weak, if money and land and l)oautitul maidens 
had been able to he l(*ft l>ing about with only God’s grace 
to guaid them, if tlie stained glass in cathedrals had really 
reflected tlie aspiiations of men and women living outside 
them, if every jiriest w4io sKjod at an altar had really been 
having tlie image of Christ engraved on his heart, then 
there would have been no need for Stalin and Molotov and 
all these men who are now making you so Irighlened.’ 

‘Peace on earth to men of good will,’ SchwcstcT Kasimira 
said. ‘That is indeed w'liat ou. Loid promised.’ 

‘But don’t you see that if men and women wcie like that 
ihcre’d be no need foi God’s Chunh at all,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. ‘And coiiiinunis»s can’t ])ossibly do 
without (iod what Christians have failed to do with God.’ 

‘It’s all very difficult, 1 admit,’ the Russian colonel said. 

Nobody said very much after that, altlujugh they sat on 
for a little exchanging banaliiPics. CoUuicl NJeohar who 
owed loyalty to the sprawl of a tired Empire, the Russian 
colonel who owed loyalty to the new I'u.or and the three 
nuns w^ho ow^ed loyalty to Christ, who had so often been 
betrayed. Watching the quick way they comprehended one 
another when they spoke of trivial things, Colonel Nicobar 
wondered il it w’as indeed possible for them to share 
philosophy as they shared the wind, the rain and the stars, 
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which was the common finger of God upon them. Outside 
the hoot of an engine sounded far away behind the Wiener 
"^ald and made the colonel think of his childhood, when 
he had listened from a tucked-in bed to the rattle of railway 
trucks in a darkness which Jesus made safe. 

On his way up to bed the colonel looked in to the chapel 
and found Reverend Mother Auxilia praying in front of the 
tabernacle, which was hung with red curtains, because the 
next day w^as the feast of a martyr. The colonel knew that 
she was })raying for the ])caLC of the world and the conver- 
sion of Russia so he knelt down at the back of the chapel and 
tried to ])iay for tlic peace of the world and the conversion 
of Russia too, but it was so long since he had prayed that 
the words wouldn’t (oine, so he tried to do a little holy 
thinking insK^ad. liven this he found diflicult and when he 
caught himself reflecting what a verv much better brigadier 
he would have made than Brigadier Catlock he concluded 
that his contemplation was unlikely to advance the spiritual 
welfare of lumsell or oi others. So lu‘ lose and tiptoed out 
again, leaving Reveiend Mother Auxilia with her straight 
back still ])iMying and the sanctuary lamp shining down on 
her veil. 
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The feast of the Immaculate Conception, which the nuns 
called die Unbejleckte Empfangnis^ came and went, and Christ- 
mas came too, witli midnight mass in the chapel and the 
priest in wliite vestments, and the deacon chanting the 
gospel in a haze of incense, and the nuns all standing up in 
their stalls with their hands folded beneath their cloaks, 
listening to the Latin joy. The colonel did not really under- 
stand very much of the mass, but he under stood tlic meaning 

the priest’s blessing at the end all right. Not only to the 
nuns did that blessing gc* bot to the city and to the world 
as well, to the homeless on the told highways, to babes in 
their cots and to old men on their deathbeds, to Audrey and 
Iwingo doing a rhumba m the Kiiisky, and to Stalin in the 
Kieinlm. 'riien tin* enchantment vanished from the sanc- 
tuary' and the priest came in again in his glossy black 
cassock and knelt down to make his thanksgiving with his 
collar sticking up too high at the back. The colonel felt that 
he could have gone on kneeling in all that peace lor ever but 
Schw ester Kasimira came gliding up to him and said that a 
man wanted to speak to him on the telephone and that he 
sounded so angry she was sure he niu^t be a general. 

It w'as, ol course, Brigadier "latlock ringing up from his 
own mess. 

‘Look here, Hooky, lun’s fun but w'hat’s all this I hear 
about a trainload ol Jugoslav Volksdr utschc arriving at 
Aspang station?’ the brig^idicr asked, nis voice vibrating 
with rage. 

‘ Volksdeutsche?’ Colonel Nicobar repeated. ‘I’m afraid 
I don’t understand, sir.’ 

‘Of course you don’t understand. I don’t understand. 
Nobody understands. We’re not paid tc» understand. We’re 
only simple soldiers. Hooky, not diplomatists who can run 
round to George Bernard Shaw and ask him to read their 
bloody teacups.’ The brigadier continued fluently for several 

99 



seconds in basic Catlock. ‘Simple soldiers, that’s what we 
are, Hooky, the chaps whoVc got to bite on the biiUet and 
sleep in the mud and pretend we love it. But that’s not all 
IveVe got to do these days, Hooky. Every time a little 
socialist runt with a running snout gets up in the House ol 
C!ommons to ask some damn fool question about Austria 
we’ve got to be ready to brief the yellow-bellied baboon of 
a cabinet minister that’s got to answer him. In other words 
ploo sa shonge ploo say lamaime shows. And sooner or later 
some shocking little fellow’s going to get up and ask a 
question about why these Jug Volksdeutsche are allowed to 
come into Austria.* 

‘But they’re not allowed to come into Austria, sir,’ 
Colonel Nicobar said. ‘The Displaced Persons Division has 
made that perfectly clear. The Jugs have no business to 
expel tliem and the Russians have no business to allow them 
in through their Zone.’ 

‘All that doesn’t matter a hoot in hell,’ the brigadier 
said. ‘What does matter is that they mayn’t be Volks- 
dcutsche. . . .’ 

‘But, sir, you’ve just said that tiicy were Volksdeutsche,’ 
the colonel said. 

‘What does it matter what I say?* the brigadier roared 
on. ‘What docs it matter what anybody says? And how do 
I know that they are Volksdeutsche? How does anybody 
know they’re Volksdeutsche? And what when all’s said and 
done is a \'’olksdeutscher anyway ? ’ 

‘A \"olksdeutscher, sir, is a person of Germanic origin. . . .’ 
Colonel Nicobar began. 

* Look here, Hooky, how do you expect me to say what 
I want to say when you keep on so rudely interrupting me,’ 
the brigadier blistered ndne tlie less effectively for being 
invisible. ‘Who cares what a Volksdeutscher is anyway? 
The point, my dear Watson, is that they may not be 
Volksdeutsche. I'hcy may be Croats, Slovenes, Chetniks 
and Ustasliis pretending to be Volksdeutsche. Got you there, 
haven’t I, Hooky ? Always remember that a chap’s got to 
look below the surface. Look below tlie surface, that’s my 
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motto, and you’ll nev^ t go far wrong. The point i$ this/ 
Hooky : these chap>s xna/ be rotters coming across with their 
pockets stuffed with anti-fascist propaganda. They may be 
dirty whites, Hooky.’ 

'And what if they turn out to be Volksdcutsche pretending 
to be Croats, Slovenes and Ustashis.^' Colonel Nicobar 
asked. 

‘Don’t be such a damned fool, Hooky,’ the brigadier 
snapped. ‘Why on earth sliould a Croat pretend to be a 
Voiksdcutscher? No, don’t tell me : I don’t want to know. 
What I do want to know is whcUier they’ve got any potential 
fifth columnists among them, fascist cads who’ve come along 
to make trouble, in other words to conduct subversive 
activities, which is your ioL although you don’t appear to 
know it.’ ^ 

‘And what if they’re conununist cads, sir, whoVc also come 
along to make trouble?’ Colonel Nicobar asked. 

‘ I.xx)k here, Hooky, 1 haven’t got all night to stand here 
arguing the toss,’ the brigadier said. ‘Believe it or not, I’ve 
got one of those financial boys with me and we’re having a 
very interesting argument about the Polish Zloty. You’re a 
lucky chap, Hooky, although you don’t know it. You’ve only 
got to keep subversive activities in your head whereas I’ve 
got to know everything irom historic monuments and fine 
arts to navigation on the Danube. You can thank your 
lucky stars you’re not a brigadier, Hooky, old boy. Now 
don’t stand tlierc arguing the toss but he a good chap and 
run along and do what I’ve asked you .o do.’ 

‘Do what, sir?’ the colonel asked. 

‘Do the bloody thing, of course,’ the brigadier barked 
and rang off. 

At first the colonel was so angry that he sat down and 
smoked a cigarette, deliberately po.stponing the undefined 
action which Brigadier Catlock wished Inm to take. As his 
rage cooled, however, he concluded that the brigadier must 
intend him to visit Aspang station and ascertain whether 
the displaced persons who had just arrived in Vienna were 
Jugoslav Volksdcutsche, Croats or Slovenes. To do this he 
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would require a car and he was wondering how on earth 
to get a car at one o’clock on Christmas morning when he 
looked up to find that Schwester Kasimira was standing 
I^ide him, watching him with anxious eyes. 

‘Was the Herr General very angry witJi you ?’ she asked. 

‘It wasn’t a general; it was a brigadier,’ he said. ‘You 
know, iSchwester, in tlic army it’s not the generals w'ho arc 
unpleasant: the generals and the privates arc all right; it’s 
the people in between wlu. stink.’ He saw at once that she 
did not understand his joke and w^ondered if it had been 
ill-bred of liini to iiS(‘ the word ‘stink’ when addressing a 
nun. ‘(Jhaj) who was at An/io said much the same thing,’ 
he floundered on, in an endeavour to redeem his gaffe. 
‘Chap ask<'d him whether the buttle w^as pietty terrible and 
the fnsl chap answered: “Oh, the battle was all right but 
my (iod the peo])le!”’ He leali/.ed at once, liowcver, that 
he had only made things worse by profanity, even if it had 
been between quotes. ‘ I’m aliaid yon'll have to excuse me 
this evening, S( hwester,’ he said. ‘My silly tongue seems to 
be lunning awa> with me.’ 

‘I am thinking that >ou aie very tired, Herr Oberst, and 
that it i*^ \(‘iy unkind of \our brigadier if iliat’s what you 
rail him to telephone to y)ii and make you unhappy,’ 
Schwester Kasimira said. ‘But when you aic unhappy, 
Herr Oheist, \oii ( an always make yourselt happy again by 
offering your unhap[)iness up as a gift to the Lortl.’ 

.\t first her words seemed ridiculous to him, unctuous 
even, but as he ]M)udcred them he began to think that he 
umlerstood what she meant. Alter all, it wiis perhaps more 
sensible to allem})t to do something supernatural with one’s 
troubh's than to try to annihilate them by blasting and 
blinding like a coalheaver. Watching the gadarene swarms 
surging along the ]iavcinents of cities, lie had sometimes 
wondered what incentive each had to live, since so obviously 
neither honour nor delight could be his here below. Football 
matches, sex, cinema, gii/zling and golf, these had seemed 
to be some of the opiates which they took to hide from them- 
selves the dreadful knowledge that they could never cither 
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matter or be happy Perhaps some of them chose Schwcstcr 
Kasimira's way, glorying in their discomfort because they 
knew that Jesus Christ i adn’t stayed at the Ritz either. 
Perhaps there were unknown saints, St Ignatius Loyolas 
queueing at bus stops and St Augustines of Hippo giving up 
their scats in the tram. The thought made him briefly happy, 
seeming to consecrate some of the aridity of his soldiering. 

‘You’re all right, Schwester,’ he said, patting her arm. 
‘Don’t you pay any attention to a rascal like me.’ 

‘ But you are not a rascal, Herr Oberst,’ she informed him 
grpvely, ‘Reverend Motlier Auxilia and all the other nuns 
pray for you a lot. We hope that one day the Lord will let 
you see the light and in the meantime we are thinking that 
you are a very nice man ’ 

Her little speech touched him. He wondered if anyone 
else in the whole wide world ever cared whether he saw 
the light. His wife c ertainly not, idling at Rocham})ton,Vor 
his daughters either, learning to he tarts at a young ladies’ 
exclusive academy. To liide his emotion he look up the 
telephone and dialled (he number of the car company. 

'riiere was, as perhaps was to be expected, no oflieer on 
duty, but only ;i Private Lavender, w^ho was consistently 
unin.spircd. 1 he c olf)n('l tried to lolJow S( }i\vt\ster Kasirnira’s 
advice and supernaturali/e liis exasperation but as the 
process .seemed to make neither himself more persuasive i^or 
Private Lavender more rec motive he was soon I>ack at 
language more easily understood by soldiery, although he 
kept back the earthy words, because Schwester Kasimira 
was still standing beside him. ‘Say ‘ s r” when you speak 
to an officer,’ he l)egan to bellow. ‘Now, Lavender, listen 
to me : this is Colonel Nicobar speaking and I’ve got to have 
a car at once and it’s got to have four wheels with four un- 
punctured tyres on them and the ignition’s got to work 
properly and it’s got to take me immediately to Aspang 
station to grill some Jug Volksdeut^’che who have just 
arrived. Never mind about how the word’s spelt but get me 
a car. Get me a taxi, get me anything. Of course I’ve got 
priority: get it in your turnip brain that it’s much more 
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important that I should have a car to go to Aspang than a 
lot of frivolous young women drinking mother’s min at the 
|C.insky and the.Bag o* Nails. Yes, Lavender, it’s an order.’ 
He banged down the receiver and said to Schwester Kasi- 
inira before she could reproach him with his impatience : 
‘I’m sorry, Schwester, but one has got to express oneseli 
with a certain amount of forceful clarity when giving orders 
to the British private soldier.’ 

‘ Bitte schon^ Herr Oberst, but I could not help understand- 
ing what your brigadier was saying to you on the telephone,’ 
Schwester Kasimira said. Bitte schon^ Herr Oberst, but it was 
about Jugoslav Volksdcutsche, was it not.’ 

‘We hope tliat it was ab^ut Jugoslav Volksdcutsche, 
Schwester,’ the colonel said. ‘They’re poor wretches who’ve 
been pitchlorked over the frontier by the Jugs, because they 
won’t allow people o{ Ciermanic origin to go on living in 
Jugoslavia, 'fhe Riissians ought never to have let them in, 
of course,’ 

‘But the Russians hare let them in, Herr Oberst, and 
they’ve got inunorlal souls and poor bodies that feel hunger 
and cold,' Schwester Kasimira said. ‘Please, Herr Oberst, 
to let Srhwc'sler Michaela and myself come with you in the 
car to the station. We can take a little lood with us and 
perhaps there wdll be other works of mercy which we shall 
be able to perform. Bitte schon. Hen OherU,^ 

‘'Fhe attention of dll ranks is drawn to tlic rule that un- 
authorized Austrian civiliaiis are not allow^ed to ride in 
W.D. transj)ort,' the colonel had read only that morning, 
hut he was quite sure that quite a few senior officers were, 
at this very moment, rolling up the Mariahilferstrasse with 
young, sinwth, silken and co-operative Grafinnen in tlic 
back of their staff* cars, and if they could do that, surely he 
could drive a couple of nuns to bring comfort to the home- 
less and disinherited. ‘All right. I’ll take you,’ he said. 

He did not know where they got the food they brought 
with tliem to the car, or the hot coffee either, but their 
sacrifice of their own meagre stores made him ashamed and 
he ran to the larder and extracted some tins of corned berf 
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and sardines, which he added to their supplies. ^God will 
repay you a thousandfold one day/ Schwester Kasimira 
said and the colonel neari'^ said that he didn’t like that sort 
of ledger account charity, and then reflected that he might 
like it one day very much indeed, when he was up on the 
mat for the last time, answering for all his compromissions, 
incontinences, sloths, indolences and earthy words. 

The two nuns sat in the back of the car with the muddle 
of their packages and tins on their laps and the colonel sat 
l>eside the driver. It was a cold night witli snow on the 
ground which had melted in places and frozen again to ice. 
As they crossed the Karlsplatz snowflakes began to fall in a 
moving muslin against the windows and tlie windscreen. 
Around them the fireless houses towered in desolation with 
their unlighted v\ indows like shut eyes, and the wind moaned 
in the slates, and the starless sky stretched on to empty Hun- 
gary and Russia. On the Mariahilferstrassc a whore or twd in 
their primitive ]}arsley stood beneath lamp-posts touting for 
doughboys and a notice said wasc herei fur gescheite 
FRAUEN and the snow went on falling soundlessly. 

The green light at the entrance to the station fell on the 
faces of British soldiers arguing in broken German with 
Russian soldiers. 'I hc British soldiers were saying that as 
the Russians had allowed die train in through their zone 
it was the Russians’ responsibility to find accommodation 
in one of their camps for thr lugoslav Volksdcutschc and 
anyway it was a Russian responsibility to repatriate Jugo- 
slavs from Vienna nkht wahr, and the Russians were saying 
Jugoslavs ja, aber Jugoslav Volksdcul chc nicht and that 
Aspang was a British station nicht wain. There were some 
French soldiers there too, nicht reaAr-ing away on their own 
account, because the train had in the first instance been 
nm into the Westbahnhof which was a French station, and 
the Russians were trying to make them responsible as well. 

The colonel was not long in ascertaining what had really 
happened, especially as he had guessed half the truth 
already. For some time past the Jugoslavs had been expel- 
ling Volksdcutschc from Jugoslavia, sending them into the 
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British Zone of Austria through the Rosenbach tunnel. The 
British, whose camps for Displaced Persons were already 
lyll and threatened with further infiltrations of Jews from 
eastern Europe, had given orders that all persons other than 
Austrians returning from Jugoslavia or genuine displaced 
persons in transit IVoin Jugoslavia to another country, were 
to he turned bark at the frontier, and had indicated that it 
was the duty of the Jugo?ilavs to keep their own Volks- 
deutschc, pending official decision as to their disposal. The 
Jugoslavs had then tried the experiment of driving isolated 
groups of Volksdeutsche over the hills, ordering them to 
inform the British authorities that they were Austrians. This 
procedure, through the vigilance of the British military and 
intelligence authorities, had, m turn, been largely aban- 
doned, and now the Jugoslavs had sent a trainload oi 
Volksdeutsche direct to Vienna. As usual, these Volks- 
deutsche had been driven during the night from their homes 
by Jugoslav soldiers who had given tlicm no time to collect 
their belongings. I'hey had been, most of them without 
food or drink, lour or five days on the train, whicli had been 
driven into Vienna via Hungary and the Russian Zone of 
Austria. The Russians were now rcfu«;ing to let them leave 
the train until one of the three other Allied Powers had 
agreed to house them and both the British and the French 
liad refu.sed to do .so, not because they lacked pity, but 
because tliey knew that if they accepted fifteen hundred 
Volksdeutsche to-day 'Fito would be tempted to send them 
fillcen thousand to-rnorrow. It was a nice case betw^een the 
bowels of compassion and the commonsense which was also 
compassion. 

"Miserere mei^ Deus, seemdum ma^nam misericordiam iuam^^ 
Schwester Kasimira inunnured as she walked with the 
colonel and Schwester Michacla along the frozen platform 
towards the train. Two Rus.sian soldiers with fixed bayonets 
and round funy caps and big heaxy overcoats were on 
guard, but they did not attempt to prevent the nuns and 
the colonel passing up the platform. Facing each other they 
stood, with their big feet in the snow. Five years ago they 
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had been schoolboys and now they were hairless close- 
cropped young men b*c:iiing at suffering witli no under- 
standing in their eyes. History, histor^S history, the colonel’s 
shoes sang as they crunched on the snow, and how uif- 
historical it looked when seen in the happening and what a 
mismanaged word it was, befouled by journalists and 
politicians. A few of the passengers had got out of the train 
and were walking up and down the platform with their 
hiinds in their pockets. One of them was a young priest 
and anotlier was a man in a belted overcoat with a turf 
of fur on the collar. Roth Schwester Kasiinira and Schwester 
Michacia bowed to the priest but the priest didn’t bow back 
l)ecause he couldn't sec them through the thicket of the 
man’s big collar. 

'J'he nuns weren’t alone in their wish to help the dis- 
tressed. Other nuns were there as well, and Rrilish offirors 
arid N.C^.O’s and an Austrian relief agency, distributiiig 
hot soup and ])lalel'uls of lentils to the hungry and the cold. 
During the jouruev three old men had died of frostbite and 
tlieir corpses liad been thrown on to tlic platform where 
they lay, pathetic and shrunken, witli their eyes staring and 
tlic wind flapping in their thin clothes, l)ecause there were 
no l)laiikeis lo cover them. A w^oinan who had gone off her 
liead was screaming and children were w^ailing as they w'oke 
up in the night, wondering why they were cold and hungry. 

TIu' coIoiU!l left the nuns to set about tlieir business and 
himself .set abf)ut his, working . iS way uj) the train from the 
Jiear end to the far. Most of the compartments stank like 
sewers, because many of the passengers ‘mcI been too frozen 
to be able to leave the train, but the ccaoncl went through 
them all, because he wanted to be able to report to brigadier 
Catlock that he had made as thorough an investigation as 
was possible. "Hie mctliod he employed was rudimentary 
but he judged that it was sullicient, a.s the misery of the 
people made it evident that they were politically innocuous : 
he spoke to the refugees in his bad Ovman and if they 
answered him in better, he concluded that they were Volks- 
deutsche and not Croats or Slovenes. Most of them replied 
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fluently enough, although a few could barely speak German 
at all, but the colonel did not pay much attention to that, 
because he knew that the Jugoslavs were classifying and 
OKpelling as Volksdeutsche persons whose Germanic an- 
cestry was exceedingly remote. Indeed, as he passed from 
compartment to compartment, the colonel soon ceased to 
pay much attention to what sort of German he or anybody 
else spoke, because of tlie suffering all about him and his 
own reactions to it. At first as he looked at the huddled 
groups of women with greasy matted hair and men with 
dirty beards and children with lean pale faces and protrud- 
ing eyes he hated the Jugoslavs for causing so mucli suffering 
and then as group succeeded group and stench and tears 
and hopelessness kept recurring in the same pattern he 
lx‘g<in to hate tlie Volksdeutsche for suffering so much and 
finally even to believe that they could not really be suffering 
because there were so many of them suffering and they all 
looked alike. Perhaps, he reflected, this was what helped 
surgeons and torturers to do theii woik efficiently: the 
illusion that masses of people could not really suffer but 
only ones and twos and threes. 

He knew that he was wrong, of course, and he had argued 
himself back into his original pity by the time that he had 
reached the last carriage in the tram. There, as he watched 
a mother with a l^niiscd and swollen face trying to comfort 
her baby while her small girl of nine sat staring in front of 
her with patient hopelessness, he told himself that cruelty 
was the greatest of all sins, the ultimately shaming and 
>hocking thing, and that lesser sins were sins only in as far 
as they contributed to or produced cruelty. No progress, 
he decided, could be made towards real peace until men 
had been persuaded that it was a crime to be cniel not only 
to those tliey could not see but also to those they could see. 
When he had thought that out he began to feel superior to 
Reverend Mother Auxilia and her mms, because they were 
righteous by rubric while he was trying to hammer out a 
new code by which all men could achieve happiness. Then 
he asked himself if he would give up his bed readily to the 
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mother and hei* chiidren and knew almost at once that he 
would grumble about it and try to find excuses for not doing 
so, whereas the nuns woidu give up theirs with a smile and 
would pray all night in the chapel irv thanksgiving 4^r 
having been privileged to shelter Christ hungering in the 
person of his creatures. Colonel Nicobar no longer knew 
what he thought when he got out on to the platform again 
and began to walk back towards where he thought Schwester 
Kasimira and Schwester Michaela might be. 

He found them more easily than he had expected, run- 
ning towards liim with excited faces. 

‘ Herr Oberst, Herr Oberst, Maria Biihlcn’s on the train 
and you didn’t recognize her but she recognized you,* 
Schwester Kasimira said. . 

‘ Herr Obci'st, she escaped from the Russian train when 
it w'as going through Hungary and after many saddest Jjut 
oh so wonderful adventures she managed to get on this 
train because somebody was tellhig her that it was coming 
to Vienna,’ Schwester Michaela said. 

^ Bitie scliorty Herr Obersty now" you will not be handing 
her back to the Russians,’ Schwester Kasimira said. 

*Our Lord has worked a miracle sending us to the 
station like this to meet her,’ Schwester Michaela said. 

'Bitte schoTiy Herr Obersly the Lord will only think out 
another miracle if you send her back so it will not be worth 
while,’ Schwester Kasimira . id, 

‘And then she is so very beautiful although of course she 
is tired now but she will look beautiful again when she has 
slept herself awake,’ Schwester Michatia said. 

Down at the far end of the train somebody began to sing 
SHlle Nachty Heiltge Nacht, The hymn rose in hope and fell 
in blessing upon the snow afid the empty starless night 
and the three dead men lying on the platform and the 
priest walking up and down. A little girl of five or six 
was also walking up and down the platform now, with 
her mother holding her hand, and the sound of the hymn 
blessed her too, because she was a little girl at Christmas. 
Stille Nachty Heilige Nacht. The colonel turned away from 
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the mystery of suffering to the eager, enquiring faces of the 
nuns. 

‘There will no longer be any need to send Maria Buhlen 
back to Ru.ssia but you must not tell Colonel Piniev that 
she is here again,’ he said. ‘But I don’t know how we’re 
going to get her out of the station.’ 

‘God will find a way,' Schwestcr Kasimira said. 

And God did, for at that moment word came through 
that the Btitish had agreed to accommodate the refugees in 
one ol their camps and, in the ensuing exodus, it was easy 
for the colonel and tlie nuns to lake Maria with them. 
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Switching round in his chair like a naughty boy looking 
behind him in church. Brigadier Callock gave Colonel 
Nicobar an angry glance as lie entered his olhce, and then 
levolved back again to the teh'plione. *No, iny name is not 
Dolly and I do not want to buy a pair of silk stockings/ 
lie sliouled and banged down the rcceivtr. ‘Sometimes I 
don’t know what th<‘ Army's coming to what with A/l’.S. 
and female civilian sedctaries, and welfare and being kind 
to soldiers,' he said to the colonel. ‘Well, Hooky, what is it 
this time I d<‘n't seem to icincmlier sending Ibr you/ 

‘As a matter o( /act, sir, you didn't send lor me, but I 
thought...’ 

‘lAer hear the stor} ol what thought did, Hooky? 
thought niis>(d the bu^.' 'J he biigadiei shiic'ked with 
laught(‘i at lus own wit. ‘Never heard that one be/ore, have 
you ' 

‘No, sii / the colonel S4ud. 

‘Well, you've Ik ard it now, Hooky/ the brigadier said. 
‘W(*ll, seeing voirie lieie, jiriliaps you'd belter carry on/ 

‘1 irrmi^mrd, sii,that voiiM like a lejioil on my inspection 
ol that Jugoslav relugee train the other night,’ the colonel 
said. 

‘Displaced persons, Hooky; there ain't no such tiling as 
refugees, at least so 1 am informed,’ th ‘ !)rigadier said. 

During his army career, Ck)lonel Nicobar had always 
regulatccl his relations wnth his superior oiliccrs on the 
assumption liiat formal ic^speet was owed only to those 
holding lank two degrees su])erior to his owm. Brigadier 
Catlock, however, liked yes-men and he liad to atone for 
not being a yes-man by doling out all the vocatives of respect 
he could muster, even although the brigadier wore only 
one more pip than himself and that that extra pip repre- 
sented an appointment and not a rank. As he prepared to 
express his irritation through the vehicle of italicized 
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humiUty, the colonel reflected that one never really got to 
the top of the tree in the army. When he had been a lieu- 
t^^ant he had imagined that it must be grand to be a major 
and when he had been a major he had hoped all his troubles 
would stop when he was a colonel and now he was a colonel 
he was still treated as a dogsbody and wanted to be a major- 
or lieutenant-general so that he could give young Gatlock a 
good sock in tlie eye. 

‘Displaced Persons then, sir,’ he said. ‘They were all as 
far as I could gather, sir, Volksdeutsche.’ 

‘And how did you gather, Hooky, how did you gather?* 
"1 he brigadier wriggled about in his chair, as though trying 
to scratcli the base of his spine. /Go on, please; Pm begin- 
ning to be interested.’ The telephone rang and he took up 
the ncr'iver with a gesture of impatience. ‘On the contrary, 
sir,’ he said wlun he had listened for a lew seconds to tlie 
crackle at tlu* other end, ‘on the contrary, sir, not only did 
I never utter a disparaging word about the officer in 
question, but as far as I know' I am one of the few people 
who ever said anylluni; in his favour. Thai’s right, sir. I 
couldn’t agree witli \ou more. Not a clue. Ivory from the 
navel u])w^ar<ls Of (ourse, sir Entirely off the record.’ He 
replaced the receiver with a broad, contented smile. ‘You 
weren’t meant tf) hear that one, Hookv,’ he said. ‘But 
strictly l)etween you and me some of these highly paid 
officers get a little touchy about their dignity at times. 
Can’t see the peace lor the crossed swords. Well, what were 
we talking about 

‘ Jug Volk.sdeiiisrhe Displaced Persons, sir,’ the colonel said, 

‘Stick them on the wall, Hooky; I don’t know that I’m 
interested Inglitfully/ the brigadier said. 

‘But you seemed to want me to vet them as regards 
subversive activities, sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘Put it in writing, Hooky,’ the brigadier said. 

‘Certainly, sir/ the colonel said. ‘And Maria Biihlen’s 
turned up again.’ 

‘Stick her on the wall, too, Hooky, stick them all on the 
wall/ the brigadier said. 
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*Ycs, sir, but...* ttie c jlonel said. 

‘Then put her in writing too, Hooky, put them all in 
writing,’ the brigadier said. 

The colonel was not feeling in a particularly good mood 
as he walked back to the office, even although the band of 
the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders was playing, skirling 
the nut brown maiden over the roofs of Vienna. He cheered 
up, however, when he came across his new friend, the small 
girl who often played outside his office. In a neat little 
pinafore and with two Irisks of diminutive black pigtail she 
lan towards him. 

^Guteti Morgeriy Mickey Mouse^^ the colonel greeted. 

^Mickey Mouse^ ha, ha.' The small giil shrieked with 
mirth. ^Mickey Mouse lersUhe nicht. Warum Mickey Mouse?' 

' Weil ’ But the colonel’s German was not good enough 

lor him to explain to the child that he called her Mickey 
Mouse because she looked like Mickey Mouse, so instead 
he asked her the questions he knew by heart 

‘ I Vie alt bist du?' 

^ Ich bin funf Jahre all.' 

‘ Warum bist du nicht m Schule heute?' 

* Weil uh Feiertag habe.' 

After that there didn’t seem to be much to say, so they 
smiled at each other. As usual the colonel had forgotten to 
bring any chocolate with him, but the small girl didn’t seem 
to mind that and put lier hand m the colonel’s and ac- 
companied him to the door of his office, where she gravely 
said goodbye. From his window the colonel watched her 
run back to talk with the German prisoners, who were still 
removing rubble. Wishing that children never grew up, the 
colonel sat down at his desk write his two memoranda 
for Brigadier Catlock, but first he began to read the contents 
of his in-basket, searching for possible thunderbolts. 

‘Mass rai>c by French denied,’ he read. ‘ Fhe French 
commander of the Army Ground Forces to-day denied that 
French Forces had committed a mass rape on German 
women. He had made an investigation of the charges and 
said that there was no mass rape of German women by 



French Forces. He said that the German mayor had stated 
that 1,198 rapes had occurred during the French occupa- 
ti^^n, whereas he believed that a tliorough investigation 
would show only about 800 probable rapes.’ He looked up 
as Sergeant Moonlight entered the room. ‘Ah, Moonlight, 
I want a word with you/ he said. ‘Private Brownlee has 
been complaining to me that you’ve been rude to her.’ 

‘Oh no, sir, I wasn’t rude, sir; I just told her to use her 
loaf and shake the log o\jt ol ’er 'ead,' Sergeant Moonlight 
said. 

The (oloncl laughed. 

‘I see,’ Ik' said. ‘Well, perliaps you could have expressed 
your disc.ont(‘nt a little more delicately, Ciirls are a little bit 
more sensitive than men, you know.' Having delivered this 
shadow of a rebuke, he changed the subject at once. ‘Well, 
Moonlight, and liow do you like Vienna?’ lie asked. 

‘Not a patch on Brixton, sii/ Sergeant Moonlight said. 
‘Beer ain’t no good.’ 

‘lint don’t you get any wine in the sergeants' mess?' llie 
colonel askctl. 

‘Wine’s a dovvniall drink,’ Sergeant Moonlight said. 

'I he coloiK'l smiled, knowing the suj)erstition of the troops. 

‘And daiuing.^’ h<' asked, ‘(iet any dancing.^' 

‘In the sweat box, sir,’ Sergeant Moonlight said. ‘I don’t 
mind doing a bit of fratting myself, sir, but I prefer my 
i’rauleins in the open air.’ 

’I'he ('olonel knew' that the sergeant did, for one night, 
walking home from dining with Brigadier Catlock, he had 
se(Ui the sergeant, caught up in a clumsy embrace in a 
doorwaN', with a blow'zy blonde in a squeegee hat. He had 
concluded that both participants looked loo ugly for their 
pleasure to be sinlul. He had hoped that God would sec 
things that w^ay, too, and Ire merciful to his creatures, who, 
in a lonely world of tramlines, sometimes caricatured the 
gestures of tenderness. 

‘Well, Moonlight, don’t get yourself into trouble,’ he 
said and went on reading his way tlirough the abraca- 
dabra in his in-basket. 
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Smoothing out the pleats of his Black Watch kilt, Twingo 
drew liis chest up against his bright new medal ribbons and 
pirouetted in front of Senior Subaltern Qiiail. 

‘Am I looking operational?’ he asked. 

Audrey nodded. 

‘Smashing,’ she said. ‘Going out in a l)ig way?’ 

‘With trumpets and banners,’ Twingo said. 

‘With Maria, 1 suppose?’ Audrey asked. 

‘I’m afraid so, my dear, but there’s nothing to Haj) about,’ 
'Iwingo said. ‘She doesn’t strike me as being frightfully 
interested.’ 

‘I wish I could think so,’ Audrey said. ‘Sorry, 'J’wingo, 
that’s a rotten thing to say. Well, I hoj)c you don’t gt*t 
caught gate-crashing liat into Sacher’s.’ She managed to 
smile and hoped the wobbling she felt inside her wasn’t show- 
ing on her lips. Then she walked away to change, so that 
slie wouldn’t be there to see Maria coming down in the frock 
w'hich Schwester Michaela w^as supposed to have lent her. 

Colonel Nicobar w^as there, however, and he stood w'ith 
'I'wingo in the hall and w'atched the girl walk slowly down- 
stairs witli Schwester Kasimira on one side of her and 
ScliwTster Michaela on the other. Her hair w^as very gold 
against the nuns’ black veils and the fountain of her frock 
Hashed about her I'eet in a sw ift pale blue spray, 'bhe colonel 
remembered when he had been young and liad waited lor 
beautiful girls to come downstairs. It seemed like yesterday 
and yet it was a long time ago. 

‘She’s very lovely, i.sn’t slic?^ Sclnvestcr Michaela said. 

‘She is also good and that is what is more important,’ 
Schwester Kasimira said, ‘Reverend Mother thinks that she 
is very good. We are all thinking that she Ls veiy good.’ 

The girl did not know how to answer tho.se compliments 
and they all stood around the door in one of those self- 
conscious groups whose members hesitate to separate for 



fear of appearing too anxious to do so. The two nuns smiled 
benignly and made small unnecessary motions with their 
hands and the girl kept her gaze lowered because she didn’t 
like being looked at so much and the colonel tried to look 
at the nuns instead of at the girl, whose youth made him feel 
old. Twingo was in an itch to be off but was too shy to take 
the initiative. The gaiety of the girl’s frock and the colonel’s 
red tabs was sobered by the wisdom of the nuns’ habits. 

‘Reverend Mother let me be keeping that dress when I 
am become a nun but of course I am not to be taking it out 
and looking at it,’ Schwester Michaela said. ‘But Maria 
has also dresses of her own of course.’ 

‘But none that arc quite so pretty,’ Maria said. 

‘It is not necessarily sinful to wear pretty dresses,’ 
Schwester Kasimira said. ‘It is the intention with which 
they are worn tliat matters.’ 

‘Perhaps we’d lx‘ttcr be going,’ Iwingo said at last. 

They went, before a discussion on the supiernatural 
aspects of titivation could begin. In the car on the way to 
Sachcr’s, 1 wingo explained to the girl that she must on no 
account speak while he w'as obtaining the tickets for dinner 
at tlie reception desk, as it was forbidden to invite or to 
dine there girh who did nut belong to one of the four allied 
military urgani/atiuns. He said that ordinarily speaking he 
did not take Austrian girls out to dinner but that he had 
considered himself justified in making an exception in her 
case. An>^ay, he thouglit that it was a stupid rule, as it 
prevented British officers getting to know the Austrians well 
amd it made the British girls too cocksure because like that 
they had no competition and could get a date with a 
different man every day of the week, no matter how ugly 
they were. To all this the girl answered nothing, sitting back 
in her corner with her hands folded in her lap and not 
looking at him at all. He thought, therefore, that she had 
not understood and, as he was anxious that she should not 
betray her nationality at the reception desk, he began to 
explain all over again, but when he said that he never took 
Austrian girls out she interrupted him. 
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‘Why do you speak to me about Austrian ^rls?* she 
asked. *Ich bin nkhi Auitrian girl. leh bin VoUcsdmtsehts 
MSdchen, Rtissischas VolksdmUckts Madcken, Allmtes Russisc/m 
Volksdeutsehes M&dchen, allied Russian Volksdeutsche gW; 
so please do not be speaking to me again about Austrian 
girls." 

‘But, Maria,’ Twingo said. 

‘Please do not be calling me “Maria"’,’ she said. ‘You 
would not be calling one of your English girls “Maria” 
after you had been knowing her since only five minutes. An 
Austrian girl perhaps but not an English girl. I am not an 
Austrian girl. I am a Volksdeutsche girl. So please do not 
be calling me “Maria” because I do not like it and my 
name is Fraulein Buhlcn.’ 

‘Oh dear,’ Twingo said under his breath but aloud he 
said : ‘Certainly, Fraulein Biihlen, if that is your wish.’ 

‘ It is my wish, Herr Major,’ the girl said. ‘And if you 
afraid to be taking me out to dinner in one of your military 
restaurants then please to tell the driver presto subiio to be 
driving back to the convent,’ she said. 

‘Of course I am not afraid,’ Twingo said. 

It had always been the same way, he reflected, as they 
drove on in silence: Cynthia, whom he had courted for 
three years, had married that little shocker in plus fours 
with the motor bicycle ; Sally with the red hair, and Eileen 
with the fair, they had both given him the go-by too; 
Audrey, whom he didn’t love, seemed to be the only one 
who had succumbed. His misery was still enduring when 
tlicy drove up at Sacher’s and helped him to pass the 
reception desk without nervousness. He chose a table in 
the furthermost room, where they would be least likely to 
be remarked. 

Observing her at leisure while she was choosing what she 
was going to eat, he noticed with relief that she was not 
quite so beautiful as he had at first imagined her to be, 
because beautiful women had always made him frightened 
and tongue-tied. Her cheekbones were a little too prominent, 
he thought, and her hair was too flaxen and German and 
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brushed down in the middle. He was beginning to hope 
that her ankles were thicker than he had thought when she 
turned to him with large grey sorrowful eyes which lighted 
thfe solemnity of her face to loveliness and made him afraid 
of her again. 

‘I arn thinking that I have been a pig to you/ she said, 

‘Of course not/ TVingo said. ‘I was stupid and put my 
foot in it and you were perfectly right to be a pig to me but 
of course you weren’t a pig to me. Waiter, two sherries.’ 

‘I am also thinking that I must ask your pardon/ she 
said, stretching her hand across the table and laying it 
gently on his. ‘You will please to forgive me when I am 
reminding you that I have lately l:)een through very many 
unplea.sant experierues. vvi41 please to remember that 
I am very tired and unhappy.’ 

‘Of couihc, of ((Mirsc, but there's notliiiig to forgive/ 
'fwingo said. What an ass he’d been, talking about the 
difiieulty ol wangling past a reception desk to a girl who 
had just es( *i])ed fioni being forcibly ie])atiiatcd b) the 
Russians. And she had never, as lai as he knew, said a word 
about liei ex|ien(‘nres. ‘A// btn zuruckgekouimeny I liave come 
back because I did not wish to return to Russia/ w'as all 
that Scliwest('r Kasiiniia said that she had said. Before the 
war 'Twingo had alwavs icfiaincd Ironi reading Edgar 
Wallace on tlie giound that his novels bore no icscinblance 
to life, but now' life in Central hmropc was all Edgar Wallace, 
with ordinaiy voiing girls doing all sorts ol buwe deeds and 
comfortable things gone for ever. ‘But you no longer need 
to be afraid,’ he said. ‘ 'Elie iact that you are a Volksdculsche 
means that you do not need to go back to Russia, llie 
colonel is quite sure ol that nowx It was all a mistake in tlie 
first instance, but it was not the colonel’s fault. He was only 
obeying ordei*s ; but now' he is no longer under any obliga- 
tion to send you back and he will not do so.’ 

‘Even if tlie Russians are knowing that I am here and are 
asking for me he will not send me back? You are sure of 
that?’ she asked. 

‘Of course I am sure of that,’ he said. 
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She smiled at him. Her teeth were very young and her 
tongue bctw’een them was young too. 

‘ I am thinking that you 'uay be calling me Maria presto 
subito if you like/ she said. 

‘Thank you/ he said. ‘But tell me; why do you always 
say presto subito ? ’ 

‘ It is the foolish Italian I used to talk when I was dancing 
in Milan/ she said. ‘I can talk a little French too but not 
very' good. I am sorry that I was being rude to you in the 
car just now and you must forgive me but I am not al- 
togetlicr liking the Austrian people wlio arc one day Nazis 
and then the next day when the Allies come it is all a 
mistake and none of them were ever Nazis. And so I am 
not pleased when you ate calling me an Austrian girl, 
beci’use I am a Russian Volksdeutst hc and I am proud of 
l)eing a Russian X^olksdeutsche.* 

‘And yet you do not wish to go back to Russia 1 wingo 
asked. 

‘A girl can be proud of being a Russian witlioul being a 
communist/ she said. Site was silent while the waiter placed 
their two glasses of slierry on the table and then she went 
on again. ‘Why is it that you English people arc not 
understanding j)olitical hatred?’ she asked. 

‘Indifference, ])erhaps/ Twingo .said. ‘Or the translation 
of the Bible into English or fair })Iay or an ordinary decent 
humble understanding that there may be something to be 
said for the otlier chap’s point of view.’ 

‘What an awful lot of things and I am not understanding 
any of them/ slie said. ‘Perhaps it is because you speak too 
fast or perhaps it is becau.se you think too slow. Anyway I 
do not know. But I am unable not to hate about ])olitics, 
and the world is all about politics nowadays and I must 
hate those who are not thinking that my kind of politics 
arc right. Once the world was about religion, but I am not 
thinking that the w'orld is very mucli about religion to-day, 
although when I am praying I am hoping that it is a little 
about religion, because I am wanting to go to heaven when 
I die. When I am praying with the nuns in their chapel I 
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believe that the world is greatly about religion, but when 
I am coming back into the streets again and seeing hungry 
iqpn and women.! am not greatly believing that the world 
is very much about religion. When I was in that train 
coming back from Hungary I was not believing that the 
world was greatly about religion. And when I was on the 
train going back to Russia I was sure that the world was not 
at all about religion. But we shall not talk about these 
things because they make me sad and perhaps they will 
make you sad also, who do not think much about politics, 
because the Bible has been translated into English. I think 
about politics because I believe very much in my own kind 
of politics, which I think will jnake all the people in the 
world happy, and I hate those who have another kind of 
politics, lx‘( ause I am thinking that their kind of politics 
will be making all the people in the world sad.’ 

Twingo thought ol the girls he knew in England, whose 
politics were dothing coupons. Even those who had served 
in the war had never really known the difference between 
laseisin and communism or been able to define their 
ideology. And not only the girls, the men as well, as all 
tho.se dreadful instructional articles in the service press 
before the general election liad jiroved That, of course, was 
the woi*st of the na media: it fired nobody except its op- 
ponents and fanaticism was the only thing which could 
save the woild in spite of what the journalists said. 

‘ I say, ti ll me more,’ he said. 

She shook her head. 

‘ I have said that 1 did not wish to talk about these things 
because they an* making me sad,’ slie said. 

‘Tell me about vour escape from the Russians then,’ he 
said. ‘Was it fearfully exciting.**’ 

‘I am not wishing to talk about that either, because that 
also would make me sad,’ she said, ‘l^t us talk about 
something gay, and please not to be looking hurt, because 
I am liking you a lot.’ 

‘I like you too,’ Twingo said. 

The couple at the next table didn’t seem to be talking 
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about politics either. With their hands locked beneath the 
table, they mooned meatily into each other’s eyes. 

‘Holding hands like nolnx’y’s business,’ Twingo said^ 
‘“Like nobody’s business?”’ Maria asked. ‘Once agwn 
1 am afraid that I am not understanding.’ 

Twingo explained. 
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The colonel’s German was coming along nicely and he was 
able to explain more or less in her own tongue to Reverend 
Mother Auxilia just how the English made tea. 'Das ist 
nichi sehr schuer' hr said, brandishing an empty tea pot 
above the sink in the scullery*, ‘/m Gegenteil ist es sehr leicht. 
Erst mtissen Sie ein icenig heisses Wasser in die Teekanne stecken 
aber ohne lee^ den wan nocli niiht braucht. Dann miissen Sie so mil 
der Teekanne machen, skiriywirryu in}\ und dann das /ui^se Wasser 
auswerjen. Dann nm^en Sie einen Lojfel Tee fiir jede Person in die 
Teekanne sleeken und einen Loflel lee fur die Teekanne selbst. Die 
AusUinder konrien nie lee sondtrn nur Kaffee wacheHy^ he con- 
cluded, 

‘So that’s the form, is it.**’ Revetend Mother Auxilia 
asked, whose army English was coming along nicely too. 

‘'rhat’s tlic form,’ tlu‘ colonel said. 'Personally, I’m not 
very i()nd of tea, although I’m supposed to l)c an E.nglish- 
man.' 

‘Sometimes, II(‘ri Obeist, you do not seem to me to be 
very fond of your lellow-countrymen either,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. 

‘On tlie contiarN, Tve alwa\s been very fond of the 
I'nglish : in Ihc t, I don't mind them at all,' the colonel said. 
‘Perha])s the trouble with me is that like you and Edith 
Gavell 1 do not believe that patriotism is enough. In fact, 
not only is it not enough, but at times it is even higlily 
dangerous, because one country’s only got to be over- 
patriotic for the rest to be obliged to be over-patriotic back. 
No, a sane universalisin’s the only cure but how you’re 
going to get tliat into the thick skulls of men beats me. Now 
don’t start arguing religion at me, Reverend Mother, 
because it's no use ; currency as well as creed has got to come 
in it. Well, let's go back to the parlour now that I have 
explained to you how the English make tea.* 

The colonel and Reverend Mother Auxilia sat together in 
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the parlour ir>ost *nings now, because Twingo was often 
out with Maria and Audrey was usually out to dine too, 
as Colonel Omicrou wa=i by no means the only officer in 
\’'ienna who was anxious to share her society. To-niglit, 
liowevcr, they found Schwesler Kasiniira waiting lor them, 
her big, damp, splotchy lace alight willi excitement. 

‘Oh, Reverend Mother, \ou will never guess,’ she ex- 
claimed. ‘But this evening the most wondciful of all things 
has happened. Fian/ has come back Irom Russia. He has 
been a prisoner but he has been released. My bi other, you 
kn nv. Oh but I am so very glad and I am sure, Reverend 
xMother, that you will be glad too, because you kjiow how 
much I have been wanting this, and you, Herr Oberst, 
vou must be glad too. Bilte^ihoriy Reverend Mother, that I 
may bring him in here, that he may speak to you and tell 
\ou how glad he is to have been sent home Irom Russia, ’ 
‘But certainly, Schw'cster Kasimira,’ Reverend Mother 
said. ‘I shall l)e only too pleased to speak to him. And you 
know that 1 am glad that he has come back. And I am sure 
that the Herr 01)erst is \Tr) glad too.* 

The colonel made a polite noise. He was glad, of course, 
lor Schw ester Kasirnira’s sake that her hi other had come 
back from Russia, but he couldn’t led jul)ilanl about the 
fact, e\en although he knew' how much it pleased Schwesler 
Kasimiia. He suj)poscd that m order to led really glad one 
would rcquiie to be either Schwestcr Kasimira or her 
brothel. Especially her brother. A leally terrible war that 
must have been, with the cold and tlie snow and not enough 
food and getting rifle-butted al)Out by the Russians when 
you w ere taken prisoner. He ought to be feeling very glad for 
Schwester Kasimira’s sake that lier brother had come back 
from Russia, but, to be quite honest with himself, he was 
feeling a little bit annoyed with him for having come back 
this particular evening and spoiled his letc-a-tfitc with 
Reverend Mother Auxilia, with whom he had been hoping 
to discuss, comfortably, the rotten state ol the world. How 
glad, then, was he? Deliberately the colonel set himself to 
assess his sentiment. Would he have given a packet of* 
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cigarettes in order that Schwester Kasimira’s brother might 
be released from Russia ? Yes, certainly he would have given 
a packet of cigarettes, two packets even, three even. Would 
hfe have given a week’s N. A. A.F.L ration? Less certainly, 
grumblingly, using a spark of alliterative earthy words, he 
would have given a week’s N. A. A. F. I. ration. Ten pounds ? 
More readily than the week’s N.A.A.F.I. ration, because 
they would not be so difficult to replace. A hundred pounds ? 
Well, it was all very well, but Schwester Kasimira must 
understand that he had a wile and two daughters to support. 
He brushed away the dishonest excuse. He would have 
given either a week’s N.A.A.F.I. ration or ten pounds and 
not a cigarette or a penny more to spare Schwester Kasi- 
mira’s brother the discomfort and the privations which he 
must have endured as a prisoner of war in Russia, and he 
would have given neither of them without grumbling and 
wishing to hell that he wasn’t forced to make the sacrifice. 
'J'hesc, tlien, were the limits to his charity, the virtue whose 
practice alone could save the world from destruction. Could 
the world b(‘ saved Ironi destruction by ten pounds or a 
week’s N. A, A. F. I. ration, even when sacrificed by eighteen 
hundred thousand million human l)cings.'’ The answer was, 
of course, that the world could not be saved from destruc- 
tion by ten pounds or a week’s N.A.A.F.I. ration, even 
when sacrificed by eighteen hundred thousand million 
human beings. 'Fhe knowledge that the world was not going 
to be saved from destruction made him miserable but the 
knowledge of his own guilt in the matter made him more 
miserable still. Reverend Mother Auxilia had once said to 
him that people’s own faults were precisely those which 
they hated most w'hen they discovered them in others and 
he, who had been expecting Brazil and Soviet Russia to 
sacrifice their exports for the welfare of Belgium and 
Albania, wouldn’t give up more than ten pounds of his ease 
to succour a fellow human being. He was beginning to 
realize how much he would dislike meeting another man 
exactly like himself when Schwester Kasimira came back 
with her brother, whom she led by he hand. 
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Schwcster Kaaimi^’s brother walked with a stick and 
limped badly. He was wearing a civilian suit made of 
inferior tweed. His face i^as drawn and thin and his eyes 
were large and unhappy. He appeared to be about fosty 
years of age but the colonel thought that it was possible 
that the lines on his face made him look older than he 
really was. His hair was thin, going grey at the temples. 
He drew himself to attention. 

'Buchardt^ Oberst-Leutnanty he announced, and, turning 
to the colonel, bowed slightly and said in English; ‘But 
perhaps I have no longer any right so to style myself. A 
beaten soldier is no longer a soldier, no ? ’ 

‘A good soldier is always a soldier, Herr Oberst-I.eutnant,^ 
the colonel said as he shoqjc hands after Reverend Mother 
Auxilia. Ashamed of being neatly dressed in unilbrm, when 
Sch wester Kasimira’s brother was so poorly clad, lie did his 
best to put the other at ease. ^ Ich horey doss Ste tn Russtand 
gekampft habeuy he said in his best German, 

Schwcster Kasimira’s brother bowed again. 

^Schwerer Kampfy he said. 

The colonel tried to think up something else to say about 
the campaign in Russia, but even in English he could find 
nothing. Minsk, Orel, Kiev, Odessa, what could he say 
alx>ut them that would not be insulting to the other, who 
had lost the war? He decided to say something about how 
unpleasant it must have been to fight in all that snow and 
was tiying to tliink out the words in German when 
Schwcster Kasimira said : 

‘My bi other says that the Russians were not so unkind 
to him after all.’ 

‘ I am glad that the Russians were kind to you,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. 

‘I did not say that they were kind,’ Herr Buchardt said. 
‘The Russians arc never kind to prisoners of war.’ He 
stopped. ^ Die Riissen But it is better not to discuss them.’ 

Colonel Nicobar suddenly realized that both Reverend 
Mother Auxilia and Schwcster Kasimira must have wanted 
Germany to win the war. As Austrians, they must have 



wanted Germany to win. As Christians, they must have 
wanted Germany to win, because for them Stalin must have 
been so ol^viously anti-Christ and communism a very real 
b#gey, in spite of the optimism of British Broadcasting 
Corporation announcers- Perhaps Pope Pius the Twelfth 
himself had been wanting Germany to win. Perhaps His 
Holiness still wished that Germany had won. It must be 
difficult for a Latin mind, even when illumined by the Holy 
Ghost, to accept hordes of non-practising presbyterian 
highlanders, copulating G.I.’s and predators^ Russians as 
more adec|uately defending Christian civilization than the 
millions of Catholics who had fought against them. And 
yet, Russia and jingoism apart, the colonel was convinced 
that this was indeed the case, alUiough he didn’t know quite 
how to explain it to Reveiend Mother Auxilia and Schw^estcr 
Kasimira, without hurting their feelings or seeming to claim 
too much for Britain and America. There was a c lean wind 
blow’ing in both these countries whicli was hlow'ing in no 
other, certainly not in Italy and in Spain. Perhaps, though, 
as a Catholic j^adre had once suggested to him, the Italians 
would have been even more ignoble if they had been 
Methodists. And probal)ly the Pope hadn’t taken sides at all, 
sorrowing only over the new' rent in Christ’s garment. The 
Japanese, thougli. 'Phe Pope couldn’t pc^ssibly have wanted 
the Japs to win. Faced by the charily of thiee of his cx- 
encmies talking his own language between themselves in 
order that he should understand every word they said, the 
colonel did not know w'hat to think. 

‘In all groups and assemblies of men theic are good and 
there arc bad men,’ he said. ‘ It is unprofitable to generalize. 
1 here are good Russians and bad Russians just as there are 
good Germans and bad Germans and good Lnglislmien and 
bad Englishmen,’ he said. All aid that wliat he said must 
sound trite, he sought refuge in obscurity. ‘I mean that the 
distribution of what Reverend Mother Auxilia would call 
the grace of God cannot be chaited geographically.’ 

‘All that is obvibus,’ Herr Buchardt said, a little rudely, 
the colonel thought. ‘Common men all over the world 

126 



understand that but thidr 'eaders do not or if their leaders 
do they do not say so. Common men all over the world wish 
only to live in moderate comfort with their families but th^ 
do not know how to choose leaders who understand this. 
It is the leaders of the ^vorId who are at fault, for instead 
ol leading they mislead.’ 

‘That is perhaps an over-simplification,' the colonel said. 
‘If the Lord God had really wanted there to be no wais he 
ought to have made a world consisting of one continent 
surrounded by one ocean. (3n that foiuineiu there should 
have been no natural barriers and all men should have 
spoken one language.’ 

‘And the men who lived on that island ought to have been 
able to live without food/ llcrr Buchardt said. 

‘Really when one comes to think ol it the Lord God 
oughtn’t to have created man at all/ the (olonel said.^1 
bdieve that ^^as one of the major pronouncTinents ever 
made by that Delphic gas bag Marie Coi^lli, although I 
don’t suppose you’ve ever heard of her.’ He suddenly 
realized that he oughtn’t to be talking like this in iront of 
the nuns. ‘Tm sorry', Reverend Mother,’ he said. 

‘Almighty God cieated man to honour him, to obey 
him and to serve him, Franz,’ Schwester Kasirriiia said. 
‘It is not fur us to question the wisdom of his ads.’ Jt was 
obvious liom the glow in her eyes that theie was much else 
she wished to say, but the colonel saw that the propei words 
w'eren’t going to come even to her, however much she 
believed, 

‘When men are freezing to death on the plains of Russia 
they are bound to question the wisdom ol his acts,’ Herr 
Buchardt said. 

‘They would perhaps be better occupied in questioning 
the w'isdom of their owm folly/ Reverend Mother Auxilia 
said. ‘I do not wish to appear unsympatiietic, but all man’s 
miseries come from his initial rebellion against God.’ 

‘The Garden of Eden,’ Herr Buchardt sneered. ‘Talk 
about that to men who are dying in the snow in Russia^ 
speak about Eve and apples lo men as the shells arc rushing 
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through the woods and diere are fires everywhere. Listen 
and 1 shall tell you something. When Hitler and Gdbbels 
were telling us that the war against Russia was a holy war 
against communism, what was the Church saying? What 
was the Pope in Rome doing? Did he ever say whether the 
war against Russia was a holy war or not ? No, he did not 
tell the Germans and the Austrians whether the war against 
Russia was holy or not any more than he told the British 
that the war against Germany was holy. And what were 
the German priests saying ? Some of them were saying that 
it was a holy war and others were not so sure, but all of 
them were saying that it was a sin for a man to drink loo 
much wine or to make love to a pretty girl if he was not 
married to her. Well, when a man is in a battle and a priest 
comes to comfort him before he is killed he wants to be told 
other things than that it is a sin to drink too much wine or 
for him t<^ mak<* love to a pretty girl if he is not married to 
her. A man who is going to l>e killed in battle needs to drink 
too much wine and to make love to pretty girls. What is 
more, all thiough the ages the good soldier and the brave 
fighter has not been the man who was good at saying his 
prayers m churches but rather he has l>cen the man who 
was good at drinking ^vinc and making love to pretty girls. 
But what he wants to know before he is killed in the snow 
is why those who are good at saying their prayers in churches 
want him to tiy to kill other men who are good at drinking 
wine and making love to pretty girls. He wants to know who 
is right and who is wrong and why he must suffer and make 
other men suffer these so terrible sore tilings. Please do not 
be misunderstanding me. The soldier who fights and drinks 
too much wine and makes love to pretty girls is an unhappy 
man, and he likes Jesus Christ and all that he has said but 
he often is not liking very much those who say that they 
speak in his name.’ He looked appealingly at both the 
nuns, but especially did he look at his sister, wiio was staring 
at him w ith damp misery. * Please not to be hurt by what I 
have just said. Please to be understanding that the young 
men who fight your wars for you and then arc forgotten 
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are not wicked. They are v anting to hear a voice, that is 
all; but they are wanting to hear a voice which they can 
understand and not big cold words which sound grandly in 
cathedrals. They are still wanting to hear it, before it is too 
late and before their sons have got to go and be wounded 
and die at night on the open plains.’ 

‘Oh, Franz, I am so very' sorry tliat you are thinking 
these terrible things,’ Schwester Kasimira said. 

‘Please believe that I am verv serious about what I say,’ 
Herr Buchardt said. ‘And not only for myself, but for 
thousands of others. When we were fighting the war we w'ere 
told that we were doing right but now that we have lost 
it we arc told that wc have been doing wrong. We arc 
wanting to know^ why.’ 

‘The C[uestion is not entirely^ theological,' the colonel said 
and quoted : ^ 

“‘For it') lummy this, an lummy that, an 'Chiuk him 
outy the btufe! ' 

''"But it's ' Savunn of 'is countiy' when the ^s^nu) hei^in to 
shoot ." ' 

*On the contiary, the c|uesti()n is <‘ntir(‘ly theological,’ 
Reverend Mollier liegan. ‘Ingratitude is a sin like any 
other sin.’ 

‘And as for all the other things you liav(‘ said I am alraid 
I am not clever (*nough to reply but ol course there’s an 
answer because the Lord couldn’t let there not be an 
answer,’ Schwester Kasimira said. 

*'rhc answer is in each man's heart he turns his bark 
on sanctifying grace and .says “I'his 1 shall he doing 
because others are doing it’’ and “ Ihat I shall not be 
doing because nobody else is dokig it/'’ Reverend Mother 
Auxilia said. 
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They walked in love in a pale green world through the 
trees, with moonbeams splintering at their feet. The chapel 
windows were lighted, and the stained glass robes of St 
Walburga of Graz shone in a big red blob, because it was 
QimanC Ore and the nuns were praying specially hard. The\ 
stopped in a lonely place. Twingo ran his arms round 
Maria’s waist under her coat and kissed lier beneath her 
wide hat. 

‘ It’s all right, niy sweet,’ he said. 

‘It is all right when I am b^ing with you,' she said. 

*Oh my sweet, my sw^eet, my lovely girl and your funny 
little ears and your soft haii and your legs that are friendly 
when you go upstairs,’ Twingo said 

* I am afraid sometimes that 1 am not being very beautiful 
lor you,’ she said. 

‘Maria darling, you'ie the most beautiful thing that I 
have ever seen,’ Twingo said. ‘I shall always be wanting 
to kiss you, Maria,’ he said. ‘Oh, God, I love you, Maria, I 
adore you, oh, whcc ! ’ 

He caught her to him, jmshing her hair back from her 
forehead. She stood and let herself be kissed. Sometimes she 
kissed him back but now she stood there, with her face pale, 
letting him love hci. 

‘Say something to rne m German,’ he said. 

‘A A habe dull gern^" she said. 

‘And in Russian,’ he said. 

She made swift sounds ^which he did not understand. 

‘.And in German again,’ he said. 

"Du hist ein heisser Mann,^ she said, and pushed him away 
a little. 

‘Look here, Maria, don’t get things wrong/ Twingo 
said. ‘1 know what you’re thinking. I’ve done the same 
things to other girls in the past, of course, but I’ve never 
done them the same w^ay as I’m doing them to you/ 
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‘ I think that I ani bcLe /ing that, Twingo,* she said, still 
with her arms at her sides. 

‘This is the spirit as well as the body, Maria,* Twingo 
said. 

‘ I think that I am believing that also,* she said. 

‘ I know that it is the spirit as well as the body because I 
am happy when I see you in the morning and because I am 
sad when I think of this garden without you in it and because 
I feel humble when 1 see you so lovely,’ Twingo sadd. 

‘Then if you love me with your spirit as well as with your 
body you may be touching me,’ she said. 

‘I’m afraid I’m a little rough,’ he said. 

*Macht nichtSy she said. 

‘ I’m only rough because 1 love you,’ he said. 

‘I am glad that you think that I am being beautiful 
enough for you,’ she said. 

‘I love you so much that I even love your handwriting,’ 
he *^aid. 

‘I am being glad of that,’ she said. ‘You will be seeing 
more of it soon.’ 

‘ Soon ? ’ Twingo asked. 

‘ Presto subitOy^ she said, stroking his hair. ‘ Listen, 1 w'ingo : 
I am wanting you to be sensible. I am also wanting you to 
help me, I cannot continue to live in the convent with the 
Russians looking for me. I cannot go on living in Vienna 
with the Russians looking fur me. I am knowing that 
Colonel Nicobar will not be sending me back, of course, 
but I am also knowing that it is the r ’ght of the Russians 
to send back their own citizens from Vienna.* 

‘But you’re a Volksdeutschc,’ Twingo said. 

‘A Russian Volksdeutsche,’ Maria said. 

‘I'hen what do you want to do?’ he asked. 

‘ I want you to ask Colonel Nicobar to arrange for me to 
l>c sent down to the British Zone of Austria,’ she said. ‘Oh, 
I know it is not permitted, but you are not knowing how 
great the danger is for me and how frightened I am when I 
am waking up at nights and thinking that I may still be 
sent back to Russia. Please, Twingo. I am being so frightened 



when I am not with you and sometimes I am not thinking 
that you understand.’ 

‘Of course I understand, Maria,’ Twingo said. ‘And of 
cT)urse I’ll ask Colonel Nicobar and of course he’ll say yes 
and I’ll come down and see you every week-end. I’m afraid 
you must tliink me a selfish brute for not understanding.’ 

^ Macht nichii,' she said. 

* I think I should die if anything happened to you, Maria,' 
he said. 

‘When 1 am with you like this 1 am feeling that nothing 
can happen to me again,’ she said. 

‘Dear sweet Maria: I'm afraid I’m going to be rough 
again,’ he said, 

' Mnchl niclits,' she said. 




Fhe nuns were arguing among themselves about how they 
thought Colonel Nicobar's left arm would be resurrected 
from the dead, the real one which he liad lost on the Menin 
Road. The colonel had told them that it had been burned, 
f)iit Schwesler Kasimira didn't think tfie colonel could be 
considered guilty of the sin of cremation as he himself 
hadn’t given orders for it to be burned and anyway an arm 
could scarceh be considered the temple of the Holy Ghost, 
altliough it was just possible that Alrnighiv (iod might liave 
<iIlo\\ed a little paraclete to seep in. 'That, howev( r, was not 
the point, 'rhe j>oint was wheie would the coloners left arm 
wait to join the colonel's glorified body when, after tU'^ 
general judgement, the lattei would go, as the nuns hoped, 
to !i\e for ever wdth the Lord Jesus Christ in ht'aven. 
Schw(‘slei Kasimii'a said that she thought that there was a 
sj)eeial lirnlx) w’hei'e l)urnt bodies went, there to await re- 
junctiou to their souls wlien the last Hump sounded, but 
Scluv ester Michaela said that was sillv and that burnt 
bodies betaine carbonic acid gas and didn't need a special 
limbo. ^ Mndu^ quo corponbus adhaerent spiti!u\ comptehendi ah 
hominibuit no7i pota^t rt hoc tamcn homo Reverend Mother 
Auxilia said, quoting St Augustine t<) put an end tf> their 
chattering, and pointed out that our Lord could rai.se 
carbonic acid gas as well as l)odies from the dead, since he 
was God. I'hc colonel, who was listening to the discussion, 
said that he could answer about his artificial arm all right, 
as that belonged to the British (JovciJiment, and the 
Ministry of Pensions would send round to collect it as soon 
as he died, but the nuns did not smile much. 

Schwester Kasimira then said that her brother was 
coming that evening and that she would be grateful if the 
colonel would entertain him, as next day was St Joseph’s 
day and she had a lot of work to do in the chapel, putting 
flowers on the altar and laying out the vestments in the 
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sacristy. So the colonel went back into his ante-room and 
sat down to read the papers while awaiting the arrival of 
^crr Buchardt. .The news was not exhilarating, as victory 
did not appear to have brought cither peace or plenty to 
the world, but there was an article on Can Love Survive 
in a Flat? by a leading laryngologist. Then Herr Buchardt 
arrived, looking, as usual, pale and worn. The colonel 
offered his visitor a drink, which he accepted, and the two 
sat down opposite each other. 

‘Your sister asks me to make her excuses to you,’ the 
colonel said ‘She is busy in the chapel as to-morrow is a 
least dav.’ 

Herr Buchardt nodded but ^aid nothing. 

‘You are now out of the army for good, I suppose,’ the 
colonel said. 

‘As you say, I am out oi the arinv for good but I am also 
out of the army for bad,’ llcrr Buchardt said. ‘You sec, all 
my life I have been a soldier and I have no other profession. 
I am not knowing very well how I arn going to earn my 
living. Things are not easy in Austria.’ 

‘You said that you fought in Russia.'^* tlie colonel asked. 

‘In Russia and in France,’ lieu Buchardt said. T w'as 
wounded at Sedan in ipjo ’ 

*1 was in France in 1940 too,' the colonel said. 

‘I did my real fighting in the last wai,’ Herr Buchardt 
said. ‘I was at La Bassee m 1916 and again in 1918.’ 

T was also at La Basscc in igi8,’ the colonel said ‘We 
went into the trenches in front of Carnbrin, you know\ up 
the road from Ncrux-les-Mincs. Fipit we took Auchv-la- 
Bass^e. With a cyclist battalion of all things. I remember 
standing in the trenches tlH?rc and a German airman flying 
in low and straffing us with explosive bullets. I was very 
angry with that airman.’ 

‘I, too, was often being angry' w'ith Biitish airmen,' Herr 
Buchardt said. 

‘ If you w'crc at La Bassce in 1918 then perhaps you were 
also at Touniai in ig 18 just before it all ended,’ the colonel 
said. 
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*I was also at Touruai m 1918,’ Herr Buchardt said. 

They both sat thinking? about how many times it had 
been their duty to kill each other. Colonel Nicobar found 
It easier to be amused about it having been their duty 
kill each other during the earlier war than during the one 
which had just ended. He remembered Tournai so well, the 
Scheldt, the German Observation Post on the tower of the 
cathedral. He had had no business to be there of course, 
because he had already lost his arm, but he had managed 
to persuade the authorities to let him go out again, not 
because he liked danger, but because he could not stand the 
civilians at home. Civilians. That was what he and Buch- 
ardt ought to be talking about, the bloodiness of business 
men keeping the home fires burning though their hearts 
were yearning. Civilians, who always let soldiers down, 
that’s what they ought to be talking about, and politicians, 
who had unleashed them at each others’ throats, and all 
the high corruption of society. Yet this wai hadn’t been 
quite the same, because the civilians had taken a packet 
everywhere and right seemed a little easier to distinguish 
from wrong, and there had been the Gestapo, although that 
hadn’t been the fault of Herr Oberst-Leutnant Buchardt, 
who had only done his duty as a soldier, he was sure He 
wanted to say something to Herr Buchardt about how 
extraordinary it was that they should be sitting here drink- 
ing together in spile of their having iought on opposite sides 
in two world wars, but he couldn’t find words which 
wouldn’t sound trite. So they both .at there in silence, 
thinking away behind their faces, imited more by the 
compulsions of their calling than they were separated by 
the remembrance of tlicir enmities. 

‘Do you remember a little village outside Tournai called 
La Bruycllc?’ the colonel asked at length. ‘One of our 
companies had its H.Q. there. I was on the staff then of 
course because I couldn’t very well do any fighting with 
my left arm off but they used to allow me to go up the line 
from time to time on special missions. One day the battalion 
commander of the company concerned sent back word to 
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Brigade Headquarters that there was an old Belgian woman 
believed to be a spy in a cellar of one of the houses in the 
village and that they had heard her talking at night. As I 
\5as supposed to speak tolerable French I was sent up to 
interrogate her, but, as the approach to the house was under 
enemy observation by daylight, we had to wait for nightfall. 
A sergeant and a comjjany commander were to accompany 
me but every minute the approach to the house was sprayed 
by machine gun fire so vve had to wait until a burst of fire 
had ended before starting out. We had about fifty yards to 
go and I was for all running across but the company com- 
mander and the sergeant would insist on walking and of 
course I had io walk too. We got ov^r just before the next 
burst of machine mm lire starfed and 1 can tell you I was 
ver> (rightenf‘d. And then there turned out to be no old 
woman in the cellar alter all but only the wind moaning 
and then we had to go back again and of course the com- 
])any coiTimandei and the sergeant insisted on w'alking 
again.' His story had nc^t been exciting, he knew, l)ut it had 
been told to j)ut his visitor at ease, and he was surprised to 
(iiul Herr Ihichardt paving no attcMilion at all, but staring 
towards the doorway. He soon understood why, however, 
because Clolonel Piniev was standing there, l)Utioned tightly 
into his high-necked tunic and saluting. 

‘"I’his is Heir Hue h.irdt, the brother ol one of the* nuns,' 
Colonel Nicobar said when he and the Russian colonel had 
greeted one another, hut Colonel Piniev bowed only very 
slightly and did not shake hands but went on standing with 
his hat with llie red siar un it field uj)side down in front of 
him. He was looking. Colonel Nicobar thought, more tired 
than w'hen he' had last senn liim, with the lines running in 
deeper webs out Irom his eyes and his complexion paler 
tlian belbrc. Colonel Nicobar v\'ondcrcd what caused those 
lines, overwork or fear of a Russian general bawling threats 
of Siberia. But perhaps Russian generals didn’t bawl threats 
of Siberia. I’hat was just the hell of it : one didn’t know 
any tiling about Russian generals or what they bawied threats 
about or whether they bawled threats at all. One only im- 
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agined and one looked at tl.e weariness on the faces of decent 
chaps like Colonel Piniev and one went on imagining. 

‘NIaria Biihlen,’ Colonci Piniev said. *I am not saying 
that she is here but I have come to ask whether she is her#.’ 

* Maria Biihlen is not here ; that's the answer to that one,’ 
Colonel Nicobar said and waited in fright for Colonel Piniev 
to ask the question \vhich would put him in a quandary. 
Three days ago, at Twingo’s request, he had made arrange- 
ments for the girl to be sent down to the British Zone of 
Austria, where she was staying with friends ol* Reverend 
Mother Auxilia, near the Millstatter See in Carinthia. This 
prodecure had been, as the colonel knew, Iriegular, because 
It was the province of the Russians to repatriate their own 
(itizens from \’ienna, especially those resident in the limer- 
lesiadt, which they governed equally with the three oilier 
Povveis. He liad been a parly to it, liowevt'r, because 
Brigadier Catloek had told liim that Soviet X'olksdeutsche 
who did not wish to return to Russia need not be conqx lied 
to do so and because liis heart had he(‘n touched by the 
giiTs plight, whose cirrumstanres inul I>e(‘n made so clear 
to him l;y 'Jwingo. 

T am understanding that Maria Buhlen (ain(‘ hack l(» 
\ lenna on a train of X'olksdcutsc he expelled Irom Jugo- 
slavia,* Colonel Pini(*v went on. ‘I am also understanding 
lliat )ou and two of llie nuns went to Asjiang station to 
meet that train.' 

‘Your iindei standing is correct,' Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘ I went down on tlie express instructs ns ol rny brigadier 
to inspect the train from a security po»nt ol view; the two 
nuns came with me, liecause they wanted to perlf>rrn works 
ol incrcy. One o’clock in the incoming. I can tell you that I 
was not particularly pleased.’ 

‘I am seeing that generals arc difhcult in all armies,*’ 
Colonel Piniev said. ‘If I am here it is because my general 
liais asked me to come to ask you if Maria Biihlen is again 
in this convent, but as you are telling me that she is not 
again in this convent I am thinking that 1 have no more 
questions to ask.’ 

5 * 
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Colonel Nicobar wondered why the Russian colonel 
didn’t ask whether the girl had ever been in the convent 
since the arrival of the Jugoslav Volksdcutsche train in 
’Sienna. But peAaps Colonel Piniev had been ordered to 
catch the British out in a white lie or perhaps he was stupid 
or perhaps he wasn’t really greatly concerned about the 
fate of Maria Biihlen. 

‘A drink then,’ he suggested. ‘I’m sorry I’ve got no 
vodka.’ 

‘ I thank you but to-night I am thinking that I shall not 
be drinking,’ Colonel Piniev said. ‘If you will be excusing 
me I shall return to rny headquarters.’ 

‘Dfic for the road before you go,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘No, none for the road before I go,’ Colonel Piniev said. 

‘Now look here, colonel,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘Ot 
course I know you chaps have got your orders and all that 
sort of thing and that you’re not supposed to mix with us in 
case w’c corrupt your Marxian souls with the impurities of 
our bourgeois conceptions ; but you ought to know as well 
as I do that that’s all tommy faddle. How the hell are we 
going to plan a peace if w e don’t attempt to understand one 
another? Of course if you’ve got definite orders not to drink 
with me personally tlien I quite understand; but let me 
tell you this one thing: that it doesn’t prevent my liking 
vou as a man and you can tell that to vour general if you 
like.’ 

**rhcn I am thinking I should be taking one for the road,’ 
Colonel Piniev said. He did not smile, however, and 
Colonel Nicobar did not know* whether he was amused or 
offended. 

‘In that case, take a chair,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘Herr 
Buchardt here is a soldier too. He's just been released from 
* a Prisoner of War Camp in Russia. He and I fought against 
each other on the same front in the last war and w'e have 
just been talking about our experiences. I was telling him 
how frightened I was in Belgium.’ 

‘Soldiers are often frightened but they should never show 
it,’ Colonel Piniev said, without looking at Herr Buchardt. 
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‘ I was also going to tell him what fools soldiers were to 
fight for civilians/ Cokncl Nicobar said. ‘I think that it 
must be more or less the same in all counties. In England 
during the last war there was a silly recruiting song suifg 
by women. One of the lines ran: “We shall love you and 
kiss you when you come back again’* but when they came 
back the soldiers generally found that they had been loving 
and kissing somebody else.* 

‘It is not so in Soviet Russia,* Colonel Pinicv said. 

‘Not quite perhaps,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘You have a 
discipline which we have not got. You wouldn’t stand for 
munition workers striking when the army was fighting, but 
human nature is the same the world over and 1 don’t 
believe that the stay-at-homes are ever really grateful to 
those who risk their lives for them. Perhaps pait of the 
trouble is that people can only honour a limited number of 
heroes: one hero, yes, two heroes, ten even but not^one 
hundred and seventeen and certainly not four million one 
hundred and seventeen.’ 

‘It is not so in Soviet Russia,’ Colonel Piniev said 
‘Perhaps it is not heroes that we aic requinng,’ Herr 
Buchardt said. ‘Perhaps it is cowards that we are requiring 
il wc arc really w^anting to end war for ever. If every nation 
were having four million one liundrcd and seventeen 
soldiers who were brave enough to say “ 1 am too frightened 
to fight and therefore I shall not fight,'’ perhaps then there 
would be no more wars, although 1 am not knowing whether 
it is a solution that I admire very much.’ 

‘I do not know that I admire it eitl ei although I quite 
see your point,* Colonel Nicobar said. ‘ If there is one thing 
more degrading than war it isnhe disgusting commercial 
brawl of peace, the smooth words spoken at directors* 
meetings, the financiers smoking big cigars and riding in* 
limousines and the poor men wanting to smoke big cigars 
and ride in limousines, the foul advertisements for laxatives, 
lawnmowcrs and life insurance, the stench of the market 
place. At least soldiers are spared these things,* he went on 
in an effort to make Colonel Piniev and Herr Buchardt 


^39 



talk to each other. ‘ We may have to kill other men because 
the safe swine want to sell more sewing machines but at 
least we expose ourselves to the risk of being killed in the 
process. It is not an absolute virtue, I know, but it is an 
apostolate of sorts, a dedication to a service higher than our 
present ambitions, a relative asceticism, if you will.’ 

Herr Buchardt nodded slowly but Colonel Piniev neither 
moved nor spoke hut stared sadly into the little yellow 
lake of his drink. Perhaps, Colonel Nicobar thought, it w'as 
impossible to expect Colonel Piniev and Herr Buchardt to 
talk ainitably together. After all, Russia had suffered 
tremendously iindtT (iennan and Austrian occupation and 
now f h‘rmany and Austria were not having too good a time 
under Russian (KTupation. If Salisbury had e.xpcrienced 
the fate of Kiev lie might not have found it so easy to talk to 
Oberst-Leutnant Bucluudt about a soldier's life being more 
honourable than a (ivilian's. And yet there had been 
Coventiy and the (lying bombs and the rockets. He resolved 
to make one more (‘(Tort to get the two men talking. 

‘Where did you fight iu Russia. Herr Buchardt?’ he 
asked. 

‘1 was at Stalingiad/ lien Iha hardt said. 

‘I was at Stalingiad ton/ (lulnnel Pini(*v said 

^ Sihlechte Sihladit," Hen Uuehardt said. 

\Schlechle Silihulit," Colonel Piniev said. 

‘Sometimes I think that the only wav to unite tlie nations 
ot the world would he loi the earth to be attacked by Mars/ 
Colonel Nieobai said ‘We’d all love each other like hell 
then.’ 

rhere was a (iagrance in the nuns' garden as Colonel 
Nicobar escorted Ckilonel Piniev to the gate. 

‘Magnolia, I think/ he said. ‘ Ihe blossom will soon be 
' out.’ 

‘Magnolia blossoms are very pretty,' the Russian colonel 
said. 

I’hey stood for a fw moments together smelling the 
coming spring and then each turned and went his w^ay. 




In spite of his failure to make Colonel Pinicv and Herr 
Buchardt talk properly to each other, Colonel Nicobar was 
feeling in grand spirits next morning as he came tearing 
into the bathroom in his blue and white pyjamas and 
started to sing at the top of his voice : 

‘For where there are wild men 
Theie must be wild women. 

So where did Robinson Clrusoc ro 
W ith Friday on a Saturday night y 

Then lie remembered that he w'as in a convent and changed 
to Onward Chistian Suldiets instead. Flis content, however, 
did not last for long, because as soon as he arrived down- 
stairs for breakl’ast Brigadier C-atlock rang up and saic^he 
w ished to see him in his office immediately. 

The colonel had never liked the \’iemiese red tram cars, 
which swayed irregularly across the streets oi'lhe town with 
two trolleys attached to each, and this morning he liked 
them even less than usual, hecaus(‘ they kept swinging out 
of all sorts of side streets and blocking the jiassage of his car. 

‘ Verjluchte Schweinehunde," he routed at them collectively, 
sticking his head out ol the window' .ind managing a plural, 
and then he remembered the little jirayer with which 
Reverend Mother Auxilia had said he would he able to 
overcome all temptation to impatience. ‘St Walburga of 
(iraz, charity, obedience, chastity,’ he murmured but the 
petition did not remove the Irarruars and soothed his ire 
only temporarily. 

‘Ha,’ said Brigadier Catlock as soon as C'olonel Nicobar 
entered his office, ‘ there’s a geneial turned u]) horn the War* 
Office on a special mission.’ 

‘These middens are always turning up about something 
or other, sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘Language, Hooky, language,’ the brigadier said. ‘I 
should have thought you’d have learned to curb that tongue 
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of yours since you’d been living in a convent. In fact Fd 
heard rumours that you’d reformed.’ 

* I’m always an agnostic on Tuesdays, sir,’ the colonel said. 
* ‘Well, Hooky, so long as you’re not a Volksdeutscher on 
Wednesdays it’s all right by me,’ the brigadier said. 

‘All the same these chaps are a bit of a heartbreak, sir,’ 
Colonel Nicobar said. ‘I never seem to be able to get on 
with my work because I’m always having to write reports 
about what the w'riting of the reports is preventing me from 
doing.’ 

*I couldn’t disagree with you less, Hooky,’ the brigadier 
said. ‘I’m always coming up against the same tiling myself. 
Cheer up, though. Things might have been worse : at first 
I thought we were going to be up against one of these little 
field marshal fellows but the midden’s only a full general. 
What these chaps get paid for beats me : buggering about 
all the time like blue-arscd flies in a bakery and never doing 
a stroke of honest w'ork.’ The telephone on the brigadier’s 
desk rang and he clapped the receiver to his car. ‘Catlock 
here Once and for all, Gascoyne-Savoy, as far as I’m 
concerned cannibalization of captured enemy vehicles 
means cannibalization ol captured enemy vehicles and if 
you can’t understand the King’s English I’m sorry for you.’ 

The midden came in as the brigadier banged down the 
receiver again and both the brigadier and the colonel rose 
from their scats, sprang to attention and said ‘Sir ! ’ tremen- 
dously. The midden was a kindly-looking full general who 
wore on his breast five rows of medal ribbons all the colours 
of the spectrum. He sat down at the brigadier’s desk which 
the brigadier vacated for liim and began to cram his 
pocket-handkerchief into kis mouth. 

‘Please sit down,’ the general said. ‘Yes, yes, I always 
chew my pocket-handkerchief,’ he went on, observing 
Colonel Nicobar’s astonishment. ‘ Pocket-handkershief, pen- 
cils, sheets, although I think I really prefer sheets. Worms, 
of course, my dear chap, worms. The R.A.M.C. have 
never been able to do anything about it, although they’ve 
carried out all sorts of reccies. 1 once chewed a towel at 
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Shepheard’s but the management was frightiullY decent 
about it although of rourse it was only a face towel. Ever 
been to Cairo? Take my advice and don’t go there, 
especially in war time : streets full of tight men and lo<fte 
women.* He removed his handkerchief from his mouth and 
looked keenly at the colonel. ‘You’re Nicobar, aren’t you?* 
‘Yes, sir.* 

‘Any relation to Nicobar in the Goth ^ ’ 

‘First cousin, sir.’ 

‘Really? How interesting. That fellow once stole a golf 
ball from me. In 1912, I think it was, at Scarborough. A 
Spalding Midget. Trouble about these chaps in the Goth, 
they’re shocking middens when they’re subalterns and 
captains but when they’re 'forty they make damned good 
field officers. That right, Catlock^’ 

‘That is correct, sir,’ the brigadier said. 

‘ The brigadier tells me that you're in charge ol subversive 
activities,’ the general went on addressing Colonel Nic()bar 
while Brigadier Catlock sat like a small i)oy with his mill- 
board on his knee, preparing to take notes. 

‘The brigadier means that I am in charge of counter- 
acting subversive activities, sir,* the colonel said. 

‘Same thing,* the general said ‘No use splitting hairs: 
wastes a lot of time.’ The general went on with a little rap 
of authority in his voice : ‘I’ve been sent out here to invest- 
igate a lot of things and one of them’s subversive activities or 
as you prefer to say counteracting subversive activities, l^he 
War Office is not at all satisfied with the present position. 
Some ol those horrible little M.P.s with eggs tains on their 
waistcoats have been getting up on their hindlegs in the 
House and asking all sorts of t<imfool questions about Tito- 
this and Tito-that and Soviet-this and anti-Soviet that and 
I believe that Warsaw government comes into it somewhere 
although I can’t quite make out why. Anyway, there’s 
nothing like getting an overall view of the whole picture 
and I’ve arranged for a conference to be held in Rome 
which you will please be kind enough to attend. The 
conference opens at nine hundred hours to-morrow morning. 

H3 



rm a great believer in conferences, I may say. Well, 
Nicobar, and what’s the long face about ? ’ 

‘Colonel Nicobar was probably thinking that he has a 
lot of work to do here, sir,’ Brigadier Catlock interjected. 

‘Well, he's going to have even more work to do in Rome,’ 
the general said. ‘I shall want a full report, Nicobar. 
Addressed to me personaliv at the War Office. Well, 
Catlock?’ 

‘I was just wondering, sir, if somebody else ’ Brigadier 

Catlock said. 

‘Nobody else, Catlock, do you hear me, nobody else,’ 
the general said. ‘But somebody else can do Nicobar’s work 
here. What's that dim bulb Oinicron doing? Sweet Fanny 
Adams l)y numbers, as usual, I suppose.’ 

‘Colonel Omicron's in Welfare, sir,' Brigadier Catlock 
said. ‘As a maitci of fact he's in Rotne at this very moment.’ 

‘Planning a(|uatic sports for next summer, no doubt,’ the 
general said. ‘Nicobar, you will lly to Rome by the plane 
which leav<‘s at eleven hundred hours this morning. On 
your arrival in Ronu' xou will r(»ut out that distinguished 
soldier called Colonel Oinicron and tell him to report back 
here immediately to take over your job till you return. 
Catlock, you will arrange the j)norlty and kick any Red 
Cross hetairas otf the ])lane that mav be ncTcssary. And if 
you like, Nicobar, you can borrow' my car if you think it’ll 
help >ou to do things cjuicker. No, Catlock, ho gegrapha 
gegrapha, an order's an ender.' 

With its blue leather upholstery and streamline scarlet 
chassis, the generars car liad plenty of sex-appeal, but 
luckily it had sj^ced as wcW, for the colonel required it, if 
hr was going to get hack to the convent, pack and arrive 
out at tlie airfield at Schweehat in time I'or the departure 
of the aeroplane. 

When he arrived at the convent he found that his batman, 
as usual, had gone up to barracks on some probably 
frivolous errand, but Schwester Kasimira heard him come 
in and volunteered to help him with his packing. He w^as 
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standing with his overcoat open helping her to bundle 
things into his suitcase when Reverend Mother Auxilia, 
passing along the corridor, heard their excited voices £^d 
came in to enquire what was happening. 

‘The Herr C3berst is going to Rome,’ Schwester Kasimira 
explained, as she squeezed the toothpaste up from the bottom 
of the colonel’s tube and screwed the top on properly. ‘ Is 
it not wonderful ? Perhaps he will have lime to see the Holv 
Father. Perhaps even God w'ill give him a great grace and 
he will be converted, although 1 have been hearing that 
Rome is not a very good place for being converted in, whicli 
is hard to understand, since Almighty (lod willed that th(' 
head of his church should live there.’ 

‘Is tliis true, Herr Oberst?’ Reverend Mother Auxilia 
asked . 

‘Unfortunately yes. Reverend Mothei,' the colonel said, 
trying to straighten out a leg ol his pyjama which had 
Ijecome entangled inside the other. ‘A beastly conference. 
General’s orders. And 1 don’t know how long I’ll be away. 
Plane leaves Schweehat at eleven hundred liours which 
doesn’t give a chap much time. Sometimes I wish these 
highly paid oflicers would be a little more considerate. 
Can’t even take my l)alman witli me. 1 don't suppose I’d 
be allowed to anyway but even if I were I couldn’t because 
as usual the little shocker’s nowhere to be found. Oh, I 
know lie’s got an immortal soul, Rewerend MoihcT, but at 
this moment I’d appreciate the fact a little more if I had 
the power to call down punishment on it.’ 

‘In that ease, Herr Oberst, I shall be youi batboy,’ 
Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 

‘Decent of you, Reverend Mother,’ tlie < filonel said. 
‘I’m sure )ou’d do a much better jol> of woik than that 
cigarette-sucking scum McGcjsh.’ 

‘I mean, Herr Oberst, that I am corning with you to 
Rome,’ Reverend Mother said. 

‘Eh?’ the colonel said. 

‘ I mean, Herr Oberst, that I am coming with you on that 
aeroplane to Rome,’ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 
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'Look here, Reverend Mother, that’s quite impossible,’ 
the colonel said. ‘You don’t understand. The authorities 
would never weaf it.’ 

*I am going to see His Holiness the Pope,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. ‘In 1585 our Holy Founder flew to 
Rome to see Pope Sixtus the Fifth; in 1946 I am going to 
fly to Rome to sec Pope Pius the Twelfth.’ 

‘ Look here. Reverend Mother, a joke’s a joke, I know, 
but you don’t seem to understand that I’ve to get a move 
on.’ the colonel said. 

‘What you do not seem to be understanding, Hen 
Oberst, is that I am not joking,’ Reverend Mother said and 
walked out of the room. 

« 

She didn’t appear to be cither, for when he got downstairs 
the colonel found her sitting in the back of the general’s 
car, with a small black travelling bag on her knee. 

‘Yovi see, I have not kept you waiting, Herr Oberst,’ 
she said. 

The colonel was in a quandary . He could not very well 
ask the driver to eject her from the car nor could he eject 
her himself. It was also unlikely that the nuns, who were 
her spiritual subordinates, would be willing to help him. 
And it was already half past ten, which did not give him 
too much time il’he were to reach the aerodrome by eleven. 
And Reverend Mother was a big bulky woman and she looked 
very much as if she were determined to go on sitting there. 

' Look here, Reverend Mother, for the last time,’ he said. 

' I (juite agree, Herr Oberst : for the last time,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. 

‘Please to be taking Reverend Mother with you, Herr 
Oberst,* Schwestcr Kasimhra began to plead. schbUy 

Herr Obersty bitte schbn.^ 

‘It seems that I shall have to be taking her to the aero- 
drome anyway and even for that I shall probably get into 
trouble,’ the colonel said, tossing his suitcase in beside the 
driver and himself getting in beside the Reverend Mother 
Auxilia. ‘ If this is your idea of spiritual whoopee, Reverend 
Mother, 1 am afraid it is not mine.’ 
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*GtiU Reise^ guU R^ise^ Schwcster Kasimira said^ waving 
her hand as the car dro c off. 

This time the colonel did not shout ‘ Verfluchte Schwejpe^ 
hunde^ at the tramcar drivers although they blocked his way 
several times because he was too angry with Reverend 
Mother Auxilia to bother about tramcars. He sat there, 
huddled in his overcoat, wondering what he would do with 
her on his arrival at the aerodrome and whether it would 
be quite in order for him to send her back home again in 
the general’s car. 

‘I am understanding that you are very angry with me, 
Herr Oberst, but perhaps you will not be so angry when I 
shall have explained,’ Reverend Mother began as they shot 
across the Schwarzenbergplatz and turned up the Rennweg. 
‘You have been complaining since a long time that the 
cardinals and bishops of the Church have not spoken out 
the true things of the Christian religion in words tha% the 
common and sorrowing people of the earth could under- 
stand. You have said even that that was one of the reasons 
that you were not being a Christian. And the Rxissian 
colonel has been saying the same things and the bi other of 
Schwester Kasimira also has been saying the same things, 
so that I have been forced to believe you. That is what I am 
going to be saying to the Pope when I am reminding His 
Holiness of the visit that our Holy Founder St Walburga of 
Graz paid to his predecessor in 1585. I am going to be 
asking His Holiness to be saying one clear very much all 
out thing which will make simple the gospel ol Christ to 
those who are needing so badly to acc ept his teaching and 
to become good.’ 

‘Reverend Mother, I know,* I know,’ the colonel said. 

‘ I appreciate all you say, but what you’re asking me to do 
is quite impossible.’ 

‘Please to be reflecting a little, Herr Obersi,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia went on. ‘Please to be thinking of all the 
unhappy people in the war, please to be thinking of all 
the men like yourself and like Colonel Piniev and like the 
brother of Schwester Kasimira who are wanting to sec the 
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light but who arc not seeing it, because the Pope and his 
cardinals and bishops have not been holding Christ’s lamp 
at the right angle, so that communists and Russians and 
cfiinese and South Americans and even Japanians and 
everybody else shall understand and so there shall be no 
more unkindness and hurt and fire and wandering families 
on the carlJi. Please to be reflecting a little, Herr Oberst." 

'I’he colonel allowed himself to be tempted for a moment. 
After all big things always came from small beginnings. 
Hitler and Mussolini had been small bad beginnings. Why 
shouldn’t Reverend Mother Auxilia be a small good begin- 
ning:^ Why shouldn’t she, like St Francis and St Ignatius 
Loyola and St 'JVresa of Avila and perhaps like her Holy 
Founder St Walburga ai' fira/ before h(‘r, shake up the 
sloth ot the Universal Church, which, when all was said 
aiifl done, could pn^vide the onK alternative to communism 
and tlie atom boinl). Civilization was threatened as never 
b(‘fon' in history. Only one thing Cf)uld save it: the con- 
seions pursuit of goodness by at least a majority of the w'orld's 
inhabitants. And il the Pope were really to put tlic skids 

under his bishops, priests and deacons He pulled himself 

tip quickly, d'lie thing wasn’t within his terms of reference, 
as Brigadier Catlock would say. 

‘Reverend Mother, please believe that I would do all in 
my power to help you in such a mission ])ut that it is strictly 
outside iny coni])etence to get yon a s(‘at on that plane to 
Rome,' h<- said. ‘Hang it all, tlie brigadier had to arrange 
iny own passage.’ 

‘Herr Oberst, Almighty (iod will get me on the aero- 
}>lane,’ Reverend Mothta* Auxilia .said. 

'rhere was no answer that one, the colonel decided, 
as they entered the R\issian Zone and swung out under the 
'worxlen archway on th<‘ high road. As they overtook lorries 
packed with Russian soldiers standing up like pencils in a 
box, he longed for a discipline to come to the world, so that 
men iniglit know that the more they pursued their own 
ends the less they would attain them. The dissenting 
manufacturers in England in the early nineteenth centur>' 
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had not, in the first instances at any rate, amassed wealth 
because they sought it, they had amassed wealth because 
their religion had made them industrious. He was ^ill 
thinking about the dissenting manufacturers in the early 
nineteenth century when the car rode through the ruins of 
Schweehat to a standstill in front of the aerodrome, where 
an aircraftsman was walking about with his hat on and with 
a cigarette dangling from his lips. His unsoldierlike appear- 
ance made the colonel so angry that his eyes were poaching 
up to a recriminatory size long before the young pilot ollicer 
api^roached. 

Here’s your ticket, sir,' the officer said. ‘Aircraft’s ready. 
We were just ticking ov^er till you carnc.‘ He motioned in 
the direction of an aeroplane, standing about fifty yards 
away. 

‘Who is that woozy scallywag over there?' the colonel 
thundered, brandishing liis stick at the untidy aircrafts»jan. 
‘TiOok here, young man, 1 know the R.A.F's done a fine 
jol:) of work and that we shouldn’t have won the war without 
vou, but can’t you get that chap to understand that he’s 
scarcely contributing to the prestige of einj)ire by wandering 
around looking like a scruflV organ-giinder. For one thing 
we’re in an ex-cmeiny country, inhabited by people who’ve 
l>een used to the discipline of the (ierrnan army, and for 
another this is the Russian Zone and it’s scarcely a good 
advertisement to the Soviets.’ 

‘I know, sir. but my wrong doesn't make your right,’ the 
officer said. 

‘What in the name of 'riK)r and VV^dan do you mean?* 
the colonel asked. 

‘I mean that you've no rij^ht tf) bring unauthorized 
Austrian civilians on to tin* airfield,’ die officer said. 

‘I beg your pardon,’ the colonel said. 

‘That nun in there has no right to he liere,’ the oflicer 
said. 

‘ Not only has that niin as you so rudtl> term her a perfect 
right to be here, but she is also flying with me to Rome,’ the 
colonel said, letting his temper swing right out of him. 
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* Look here, young man, do you knov^ who you’re talking 
to?’ 

^ change came over the officer’s expression as he looked 
at the colonel’s shoulder straps. 

‘I beg your pardon, sir, I’m sure,’ he said. ‘You see, I 
hadn’t realized and I distinctly understood Brigadier Cat- 
lock to say , . But of course, it’s all right for the lady to go 
to Rome, if you say that you’re willing to take the respons- 
ibility.’ 

‘Of course I’ll take the responsibility,’ the colonel said. 

‘And of course you’ll have to make things right at the 
other end,’ the officer said. 

‘Of course I’ll make things right at the other end,’ the 
colonel said. 

‘Herr 01)erst, I was always telling >ou that Almighty 
God would be getting me on the aeroplane,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said to the colonel as he stood aside for her 
to climb up the steps 

Fai below them stretched the academic sea, friendly, like a 
pale blue quilt Colonel Nuobar and Reverend Mother 
Auxiha sat side by side in the Dakota, sandwiched in 
between iw^o layers of Uniia. The colonel was beginning to 
be sorry lliat his outburst of tempci had led him into the 
indiscretion of intruding Reverend Mother Auxiha into 
Italy. He was also beginning to be uncertain as to how he 
was going to be able to manage her exit from the airfield at 
Rome and to doubt how far his rashness would contribute 
to the con\crsion ol the world. 

‘Ten thousand feet,’ he said to Reverend Mother Auxilia 
so that she would not sec how disturbed he was. 

‘Our Holy Founder St Walburga of Graz flew at twenty 
thousand feet and she didn’t touch dowm at Udine,’ 
Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 

The colonel gave it up after that, thankful that it was 
difficult to talk in an aeroplane, although the Unrra witches 
behind seemed to be doing their best, yapping away through 
their big tusky teeth when they weren’t too busy guzzling. 
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‘Have a biccy, general/ one of the Unrra witches said, 
leaning over and holdin;^ out a paper bag. 

‘ I am sorry, young woman, but I never eat biscuits/ ^ic 
colonel shouted above the roar of the propeller. 

‘A piece of choccy then, general?’ the Unrra witch 
persisted. 

‘I am sorry, young woman, but I never eat chocolate 
and what is more I am not a general,’ the colonel said. 

‘ What does he say, Mildred ? ’ the second Unrra wi tch said. 

‘He says that he doesn’t like choccy and tliat hc\s not a 
general,’ the first Unrra witch said. 

^Jawohl General^ assolutamenU generaley cross my swords and 
hope to die,’ the second Unrra witch said. ‘ Not like choccy ? 
Would you then a leetle feesh like ? ’ 

‘Salmon paste sandwiches,’ the first Unrra witcli 
explained. 

‘I wouldn’t eat a salmon paste sandwich if 1 were alijne 
with one on a desert island/ the colonel said and then, 
looking down at his shoulder straps, saw the dreadful thing 
that had happened : he was wearing the general’s overcoat, 
which he must, in his hurry to depart, liave taken from the 
peg outside the brigadier’s ofiicc in mistake for his *>wn. 
Dismally he understood why the pilot officer at the airfield 
had not raised more objections when he had insisted on 
taking Reverend Mother Auxilia with him on the aeroplane. 
More dismally he knew that nobody would ever believe 
that he hadn’t taken the general’s overcoat on puq^ose. 
Brigadier Catlock wouldn’t believe it. The general himself 
wouldn’t believe it. There’d be no end of' a stink. Probably 
there’d be a court martial. He’d be lucky if he got off with 
being reduced to lieutenant-cotenel again. He might even 
be dismissed the service. There seemed to be no limit to the 
number of links in the chain of possible catastrophes. 

When he had become sufficiently accustomed to his dis- 
may to be able to commimicate it to another he attempted 
to tell Reverend Mother Auxilia what had happened^ 

‘Reverend Mother, I’ve been and gone and done it,’ he 
said. 



‘Of course you have, Herr Oberst, but I am still thinking 
that it was a little Almighty God too,’ Reverend Mother 
Auxilia said. 

ir 

‘ I mean I have taken the general’s overcoat by mistake,’ 
the colonel said. 

‘And is that so very important?’ Reverend Mother 
Auxilia asked. ‘Surely the general will be able to w^ear your 
overcoat until you will have returned to \^ieniia. You must 
l)r)th be the sarn(‘ largeness of man otherwise it would not 
have I)(‘en possible for you to have taken his overcoat by 
mistake.’ 

‘ The geneiMl’s not staying in Vienna,’ the colonel said. 
‘He’s one of those War Box wallahs that swan around put- 
ting their fingers in other people’s pics. Besides, it’s not the 
overt oat that matters; it’s the badges of rank,’ he tried to 
(‘xplain, pointing to the cros.sed swords and the crowm and 
the star on his shoulder. ‘It's like a canon wearing a mitre, 
if you understand what 1 mean.’ 

‘According to tlie Ambrosian rite canons are allowed to 
wear mitres when a bishop is j)()ntificating,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. 

‘ My dear Reverend Mother, this is not the Ambrosian 
rite but the British Army,' the colonel said. ‘Don’t you 
understand that I'se done a terrible thing. I’ve laid myself 
open to iIk' charge of having attempted to ])ass myself off 
as a general w hen I am only a colonel. 'J hat’s why that silly 
young pips(jueak allowed me to take you on this aeroplane : 
because he thought I was a general.' 

Hlerr Ohersi, are you wanting to know" what I am 
thinking.’' Reverend Mother Auxilia asked. ‘I am thinking 
that it wasn’t you that tookKhat overcoat by mistake ; it w"as 
our Holy Founder St Walburga of Graz.’ 

* ‘I'd like to see Brigadier Catlock wearing that one,’ the 
colonel said. ‘Or a court martial.’ 

‘ Herr Oberst, I can see that you are not a great believer 
ill the supernatural order.’ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 

‘ I am repeating therefore that it is my opinion that it was 
our Holy Founder St Walburga of Graz w ho inspired you 
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to take your general’s overcoat. She was doing so in order 
that I might fly to Rome as she has already done in 1585 in 
order to tell the Holy Father that he must be giving counsel 
to the nations of the work* in a clear and understandaWc 
language. Therefore you will be having no need to worry. 
St Walburga of Graz who inspired you to take your general’s 
overcoat will also be inspiring your general to understand 
why you have been taking his overcoat and even to rejoice 
that you have taken his overcoat, for so noble and so worthy 
A purpose. And in any case I shall speak to the Holy Father 
about it, in order that he may explain to all the people of the 
earth about your general’s overcoat at the same time as he 
will be explaining to fhein about leading a good and 
Christian litc.’ 

'But Reveicnd Mother,' the colonel said. 

‘Please, Herr Oherst, to be allowing rnc to be thinking 
about the important message which 1 shall soon be dclher- 
mg to the Holy Father,’ Reverend Mother said 

The colonel saw that there was no leal helj> l(> be 
(obtained I'rom Reveiend Mother Auxilia. Brooding on in 
silence over his misery, he decided that the only thing to 
do w'as to send the genet al a signal explaining matters as 
socm as he reached Rome. In order to get Reverend Mother 
otf the aeroplane he would keep the general’s overcoat on 
until they had passed the control at Ciarnpino and, il neces- 
sary, blast his w^ay througli as he had done in Vienna. H«* 
would have to pretend, of course, iliat he hadn’t notic'ed his 
mistake until he had arrived in Rome and even lh(‘n there’d 
be the deuce of a row, much worse than ii he’d tried to 
infiltrate a pretty girl from Ensa, a misdemeanour which 
generals could more easily understand. And Reverend 
Mother Auxilia could get back to Vienna under her own 
steam or her Holy Founder St Walburga’s steam or tho 
Pope’s steam or anybody’s steam so long as it wasn’t his. 

‘General, isn’t this a ducky little cigarette lighter?’ The 
first Unrra witch was popping her head over the back of the 
colonel’s chair again, ogling him with gluey eyes. ‘Of 
course, I know I mustn’t light it in the plane but I just 
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wanted to show it to you and to tell you how well it works. 
A boy friend gave it to me ; of course he’s not really a boy 
friend I>ecause he’s a chartered accountant. I think there’s 
nothing more irritating than a lighter which won’t work in 
a train on a long journey, don’t you?’ 

* Young woman, I think that there sat at least two things 
more irritating than a lighter which won’t work in a train 
on a long journey,’ the colonel said. ‘One of them’s being 
disembowelled by the Gestapo and the other’s being talked 
at by you.’ 

‘Oh, you rude man,’ the Unrra witch said. 

Spiralling down over the roofs of Rome, the colonel 
looked at his watch. 

‘Just a little over three hours,’ he said to Reverend 
Mother Auxilia. 

‘In 1585 our Holy Founder St Walburga of Graz did it 
in under two,’ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 

In the waiting room at Ciampino the wireless was drooling 
out a turgid ooze of slimy teq^sichorean moan. The colonel 
tried not to listen to the words, which were about moon and 
swoon and love and dove and stars above and he hoped that 
Reverend Mother Auxilia wasn’t listening to them either, 
because their significant meaninglessness would serve only 
to increase her conviction that her Holy Founder St 
Walburga of (Jra/ was right all along the line. His ruse of 
saying ‘two* as he had handed in his ticket and telling 
Reverend Mother Auxilia not to report at the security check 
desk had succeeded and he hadn’t had to throw the weight 
of his bogus rank about. He was now drafting out a signal 
to Brigadier Catlock. His practised hand ran swiftly over 
tlic paper : 

PERSONAL FOR BRIGADIER CATLOCK FROM COLONEL 
NICOBAR. SUBJECT IS OENERAL’s OVERCOAT. 

ONE. REGRETFULLY ASCERTAIN ON ARRIVAL IN 
ROME THAT AM WEARING GENERAL’s OVERCOAT. 

TWO. OVERCOAT WAS REMOVED BY ME THIS MORNING 
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FROM PEGS OUTSIDE YOUR OFFICE IN MISTAKE 
REPEAT MISTAKE FOR MY OWN WHICH WAS ALSO 
HANGING THERE. 

THREE. AM ARRANGING FOR OVERCOAT TO 
FLOWN BACK TO VIENNA IMMEDIATELY, 

FOUR. PLEASE EXPRESS TO GENERAL EXTREME 
PERSONAL REGRET FOR ANY INCONVENIENCE 
t AUSED TO HIM AS A RESULT OF ACTION DESCRIBED 
IN PARA TWO ABOVE 

It took the colonel some little time to ai range the despatch 
of both the signal and the overcoat and by that time the bus 
for Rome was waiting. Reverend Mother Auxilia and the 
colonel both clambered in and so did the Unrra witches, 
who now numbered four, as the two who had been sitting 
behind them in the plane were now reinforced by the two 
who had been sitting in front. They all scowled at the 
colonel who did his best not to scowl back but looted 
instead at the blue, gold and green afternoon rolling by 
and was glad he no longer had any overcoat, because it was 
already much warmer in Rome than in Vienna. 

T have made up my mind to be quite frank with the 
Holy Father/ Reverend Mother suddenly began, ‘I shall 
tell him just what you and the Colonel Piniev and the 
brother of Schwester Kasimira have said. I shall tell him 
about communism having usurped the place of Christianity 
in appealing to the young and to the dissatished. I shall tell 
him that what men require is an honest and fearless state- 
ment of the essential charity of our religion and that once 
the ordinary man shall have been convinced of our sincerity 
of purpose he will no longer hesitate to submit himself to our 
discipline. Please, Herr Oberst, to be thinking a little of 
how lovely and fresh and new the world will be when it* 
has heard the Holy Father’s message and is again Christian. 
Please to be understanding how wars cannot come again 
when the peoples of the earth are knowing both the truth 
about our Lord and practising his teaching and knowing 
that they cannot really love their neighbour unless they are 
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loving God also. Latin Christians will no longer be tired and 
sleepy, and will cease to lie and steal and lust and murder 
and be treacherous, and Nordic Christians will be having 
F%ilh to guide them, when all men shall be convinced that 
what Jesus Christ said was true. In India, in China, in 
Japan, the sanctuary lamp will burn in churches and chapels 
and in Moscow the Blessed Sacrament shall be carried in 
proce.ssion past the Kremlin.’ As she turned her earnest, 
eager face to liim the colonel could see the tears shining 
behind her glasses. ‘ Please, Herr Oberst, to be understand- 
ing how beautiful it all will be.’ 

'Please believe, Reverend Mother, tliat I want all these 
things as much as you do,’ the colonel said. ‘Orly perhaps 
it’s not going to be as easy as you think. The children of men 
are fatty and degenerate in their hearts and His Holiness 
will have his job cut out if he is gt)ing to compel them as 
well as to convince them.’ 

‘But Herr Oberst, always have you been saying that it 
was the cardinals and the bishops and the priests who were 
being degenerate in their hearts and that all that was 
necessary was for the Pope to sa) a brave and a true thing 
that all per[)le\ed men would be undcrstancliug,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. "''It unum sirit.'' Our Lord wants that 
so the Holy Fathei must want it too.’ 

Reverend Mc^ther Auxilia said that she was going to stay 
with the nuns ol a sister house in the \ Li Qiiattro Fontane 
but that she would prefer the colonel to take her straight 
to the Vatican, where she imagined that she would have 
no difliculty in ar ranging a private audience, in view' of the 
urgency ot her mission. 

‘Well, here’s hoping His«Holincss is going to talk turkey,’ 
the colonel said as he left her on the steps of St Peter’s. 

' ‘Of course he’ll talk turkey,’ Reverend Mother Auxilia 
said. ‘After all, I’ve been knowing Eugene ever since he was 
an altar boy.’ 

As he watched Rev^erend Mother Auxilia waddle away up 
the steps of the Vatican the colonel realized how much he 

156 



was beginning to love the little round determined woman. 
Then he decided that he had better attempt to find Colonel 
Omicron, whose location in Rome he had, in his huny, 
omitted to ascertain beloie leaving \henna. As he was 
wondering where to begin his search, a Tull colonel with a 
monocle came up the steps towards him. 

‘Oh, hello, old boy,’ the other full colonel said. 

‘Sorry, old boy, but I don’t frightfully,’ Colonel Nicobar 
said. 

‘I say, old boy, but aren’t you H. de Wre Stacpoolc?’ 
the other full colonel asked. 

‘Sorry, old boy, but Tm not frighlfulK Colonel Nicobar 
said. 

‘I’m sorry, old boy, but* I did like his l) 0 (>k 1 he Green 
Monsootiy^ the other full colonel said. 

‘You mean The Red Typhoon^ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Something like that, old boy,’ the other lull colonel sa^d 
‘Anyway, it educated me.’ 

‘I’m glad of that,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘I say, do 
you happen to have run across a cad caIK‘d Colonel 
Omicron ? ’ 

‘Hell of a red face and mean little boozy eyes?’ the othei 
full colonel asked. 

‘That’s him,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Dim bulb.^’ the other full colonel asked. 

‘Doesn’t know the difference between a bee and a bull's 
knee,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘A bit of a dogstcaler?’ the other lull colonel asked. 

‘A thorough midden,’ Colonel Nirobai said. 

‘Hasn’t a clue T the other full colonel asked. 

‘Never had a .sausage,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Small world, isn’t it?’ the other full colonel said. ‘Old 
Blinker Omicron and I have been ]>als lor yeans. As a * 
matter of fact, I’m very fond of old Blinker.’ 

‘Look here, old boy, what I want to know' about old 
Blinker is where is he,’ Colonel Nicobai said. 

‘Of course, old boy,’ the other full colonel said. ‘Well, as 
a matter of fact, old Blinker’s down here on a conference 
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on Wel£ue but there’s no conference to-day and he’s staying 
at the Eden but you won’t find him there.’ 

‘I must thank you for being so explicit,’ C!olonel Nicobar 
ssud.‘It is not every day that one mcounters such precision.’ 

‘Don’t mention it, old boy,’ the other full colonel said. 
‘Only too glad to oblige a friend. As a matter of lact old 
Blinker’s having the afternoon off. He said something about 
going to see Santa Maria Maggiore as he was very fond of 
culture and then about a iharchesa being on the marsala 
and that he was going to see her as he liked both marsala 
and marchesas.’ 

‘'Fhanks awfully, old boy,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘Well, 
if you don't mind, I think I’ll be toddling.’ 

‘So sorry you’re not H. de Vere Stacpoole,’ the other full 
colonel said. ‘Damned fine book The Purple Pontoon.' 

‘You mean The Yellow Cocoon,' Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Perhaps I do,’ the other full colonel said. ‘If I were you 
I’d try Santa Maria Maggiore first.’ 

Colonel Nicobar took tlte other full colonel’s advice and 
tried Santa Maria Maggiore first. The taxi-driver mani- 
fested his readiness to become an energetic and vigilant 
I.atin Christian by attempting to charge the colonel thrice 
the legal fare, but the colonel rebuked him with an eloquent 
vehemence of which he was certain St Walburga of Graz 
would not have approved. 

Colonel Omicron wasn’t in Santa Maria Maggiore, 
praying or blearing at the side chap>els or anything; but a 
great big bishop in partibus in/idelium was there, strolling 
arrogantly across the basilica. A woman knelt to kiss his 
ring and the bishop extended his hand coldly with the 
deliberate disinterest of Brigadier Catlock acknowledging a 
salute from a lance-corporal. .Scrofulous children in rags ran 
about the church begging but the bishop passed on with no 
pity in his eyes. Watching him with dismay, the colonel 
hoped that, despite the bishop’s precise belief in the unity 
and indivisibility of the Trinity, he would roast in hell with 
whores and pot boys for all eternity. 

Priests came out of the sacristy in procession and slouched 

158 



along to lacerate the liturgy at a side aitar. Wearing bored 
e3q>ressions, they did not appear to be worrying about the 
peace of Christ in the reign of Christ being the only thing 
that could save the world from communism, anarchy aiid 
the atom bomb. The scruffy potbellied presbyters shuffled 
into the sanctuary and amazingly began to say words of 
beauty: ^ Dens^ in adjutorium meum iniende; Domini ad adjuth 
andum me festina,^ Listening to the celestial thunder, the 
colonel began to hope that they were, as Reverend Mother 
Auxilia would say that they were, priests of God all the same, 
old high up windows in the world through whose grime the 
grace of God could still filter. ‘Oh, God,* the colonel prayed, 
plopping briefly down on his knees, ‘shake up thy church 
and clear the stinkeis and the middens out of it, and make 
ail things plain again.’ Then, raising his eyes, he saw that 
an Italian woman had prayed there with him, in a pencilled 
scrawl on a pillar : * Santa Marta^ Madre di Dioy pregate perjioiy 
che siamo tanto qfflxtte.' Cheered by this simple expression of 
distress, the colonel went out again. 

This time the taxi-driver tried to charge him only twice 
the legal fare, so the colonel contented himself with up- 
braiding him in a minor key. The marchesa, although 
apparently not on the marsala, was in. Wearing a black silk 
frock, she was lying on a sofa, showing the long white auto- 
balm of her acquic-sccnt thigh. She was very pleased to see 
the colonel, although Colonel Omicron wasn’t, because he 
was there too, with as much guilt on the crimson carpet of 
his countenance as thirty years’ bibbing and tippling would 
permit. 

‘Ah, colonello, you arc a knotty buoy, not having been 
to sec me since for so long,’ the marchesa greeted, extending 
a high hand from which the fingers dripped like icicles. 
‘And questo Bleenkcr is also a knotty buoy and that is why ‘ 
I am calling him my porco colonello.’ 

‘Socrates once said that every man had the choice of 
being a contented hog or a discontented philosopher,* 
Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Now look here, Hooky, don’t you start getting upstagey 
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just because you’re living with a lot of holy hens in Vienna/ 
Colonel Omicron said. 

* Now, knotty buoys, no quarrelling, please,’ the marchesa 
said. ‘Remember tliat we are all Allies and ’ave won the 
war togctlier. ’Ookec, I was not altogether understanding 
what you were saying ai)out philosophers. Please tell me, 
because as tin's porco Bleenkcr will tell you I am very 
interested in philosophy.’ 

* I said that Socrates said that every man had the choic(' 
ol b(‘ing a porco conlenio or a Jilosofo Jiscoritento,^ Colonel 
Nicobar said. 

‘ I am pleased that I am not a pecg glad,’ the marchesa 
said. '1 think though that Bleenker is a beeg peeg glad.’ 

‘ Now look here, Desdernona,’ Colonel Omicron protested. 

‘You know' it is only for fun, Bleenkcr,' the marchesa said, 
patting Colonel Oinicron's cheek. ‘Ahvays I am liking my 
funny beeg man with the very mucli mouslaclic and the 
rather e^es slicking out. Yes, 'Ookce, and 'oo are these ’oly 
Vns Blc<‘nker says \ou wen* living with in Vienna:*’ 

''That's Blink(‘r's wav ol' saying nuns’ Colonel Nicobar 
ex])lained. ‘ Tni billeted in a convent.' 

‘My late 'usband, il caro marchest\ the filthy 'ole coal- 
'<Mver, was very religious to(j/ the marchesa said. 

‘She means that her husband was a coal owner,' Colonel 
Omicron (wplained. 

‘AikI that he vsas always icligious and that sonictlmcs he 
got dirty when he went down the mine,’ Ckdonel Nicobar 
said. 

‘I am meaning notliing of the kind/ the marchesa said. 
*I atn meaning that the ceno rnarihese was always dirty and 
that sometimes lie got religious when he went down th(' 
mine. And now, 'Ookee, please be telling me about the 
peace.’ 

‘'The peace is very much on,' Colonel Nicobar said. ‘In 
fact it's so much on that Blinker's got to ily back to Vienna 
immediately.’ 

‘Poor brave Bleenker, 'aving to go back to the peace,' 
the marehesii said. 
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She came to him in her white frock through the trees. They 
blood together in the darkness at the edge of the lake, which 
shimmered like a mirror held in the socket of the liills. Her 
dress billowed in brief beauty in the breeze and then was 
still, and the dress shining in the lake was still too, reflected 
upside down, like the chalice of a flower. 

‘Holding hands like nobody’s business,’ 7\vingo said. 

‘I .im thinking that 1 am knowing now wliat that means,’ 
Maria said. 

‘An English writer called»Arnold Bennett once said that 
any ordinary n:ian could he equally ha])pv vvith any one ol 
at least ten thousand girls and that any girl could hr equally 
happy with any one ol at least ten thousand men,’ Twingo 
said. 

‘I ani not thinking that I believe tliat,’ Maria said. 

‘I don't believe it either,' 'Ewingo said. 

‘Pl(*ase to be near me again fneslo suhito" she said. 

‘1 like loving you because >ou aie so ])earcrul,’ lie said. 
‘I lik(' loving you in dilTerent dresses l)ul I think 1 could go 
on loving yjii in the same dress.’ His hands ran over her, 
.stroking her I)«iir, chasing hei e\elids so that she looked like 
a statue, and lilting aw.iv genlly when h(‘ wanted to see htT 
eyes again. ‘Maria darling, 1 mi so \ei> happ) when I am 
like this with }ou.' He iu*ld her face a little away from him 
and slie suddenly seemed to him very )Oung with Ikj ears 
showing so small. ‘I tliink lliat I am beginning to be no 
longer afraid of you and y(‘t as soon as you go avvay Irorn 
me I .shall be alraid of you ag<iin, I am alraid ol you when 
you look too beautiful and I am afiaid ol you when you, 
walk avvay from me wiiliout turning round becau.se I am 
afraid tliat God may have worked an aleherny in you and 
that you may no longer love me,’ 

‘Please to be near me,’ she said. ‘I am liking it so very 
much when you arc near me.’ 
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‘No longer afraid?’ he asked. 

‘I am knowing that I am no longer needing to be afraid 
when I am here with you,’ she said. 

g‘When we are together in England we must not allow 
habit to kill our enchantment,’ he said. ‘ Personally I am not 
only in favour of separate beds and separate rooms but even 
of separate houses and separate streets. Napoleon was always 
in sucli a hurry that the scabbard of his sword tore the 
dresses of his mistresses when he went to see them. Personally 
I am all in favour of the procedure. There is nothing that 
can kill delight as quickly as a pair of braces seen through 
an oj)en bathroom door.’ 

They both giggled at the joke and he kissed her while she 
was still laughing. 'I'hen she c^me to him and laid the 
trouble of her body against his. Her hair fell over his cheek 
and he knew in joy the gust of her lips and the balm of hci 
breasts aiul the night went on in darkness above the lake. 
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‘Who is that midden?" Colonel Oinicron asked as he 
bounced into the office and found the Roumanian general 
searching with Audrey for loyal Roumanians, who had 
fought for the four freedoms and who now numbered only 
six hundred, so tlie general said, because the others had been 
found in Spain and Southern Ireland. 

‘ Please tell this vairy nobel courteous gentleman tliat I 
am iiut come here to dallydilly but to help the progress of 
democracy," the Roumanian general sai<J, looking hurt 
under the cartwheel of his Ug hat. 

‘That's true, Blinker," Audrey said ‘Ciencral Koposcluu 
is extrcmclv progressive.' 

‘CVj/ vrai^ mon colonel^ the Roumanian general said. 'Jf 
suis partisan de tout foutre en Van • Vcglise^ la bourse ei la 
bourgeoisie.^ 

‘So you see, Blinker, he’s on(‘ of us," Audrey said. ‘All out 
for law and order." 

‘Miss Qiiail, I would remind you tliat we are on parade," 
Colonel Omicron said with an attempt at sternness. 

‘I beg your pardon, itr," Audrey said. 

suis d la recherche de six cents wumains qui ont tout sacrifii 
pour la cause alliee,^ the Roumanian general went on. 

‘Surely that’s the business of Displaced Persons Division 
at Allied Commission Headquarters," Colonel Omicron 
said. ^Say sah^ mongjaynayral^ ally voir lay Dee Pees a Schonbrunn 
et Robert sayra voire oncU' He waved a gesture of dismissal to 
the Roumanian general and entered Colonel Nicobar’s office 
whither he beckoned Audrey to iollow him. 

‘Yes, sir," said Audrey, smiling at him through a pout of 
mismanaged maquillage. 

‘The subject is subversive activities, Miss Quad,’ Colonel 
Omicron said, seating himself pompously at Colonel Nico- 
bar’s desk. ‘I’ve been asked, as perhaps you know already, 
to take over until Colonel Nicobar comes back from Rome 
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and I should be very gratefiil if you would tell me the form.' 

*The form, sir, is that we’re out to stamp out all seditious 
propaganda uttered by anti-Tito Slovenes, anti-Tito Croats. 
pre-i93g Russian emigres, anti-Soviet Russians, anti- 
Warsaw Poles, anti-Budapest Hungarians, and to aid in the 
detection and apprehension of all war criminals,’ Audrey 
said. 

‘Sounds simple enough to me,’ Colonel Omicron said. 
‘I never did like these beastly reds anyway.’ 

‘But these pcoj^le an' w^hites, sir, and some of them are 
blacks,’ Audrey said. ‘You see, sir, it’s all terribly political ’ 

‘Continue, please,’ Colonel Omicron said. 

‘You see, sir, 4 xjlitics have changed since before the w^ar,’ 
Audrey ex])lained. ‘Before thow^ar the leds were seditious 
and the blacks and tlu* whites were loval but now the reds 
have won the war and so they’re loyal and the blacks and 
the whit(‘s are sediti()us and now we've got to stamp out 
their political opinions although we’ve still got to respect 
them too because tliat’s clemocrary.’ 

‘1 see, Miss (.hiail, yes, >es, 1 tliiiik I am l)eginniijg to 
see,’ Ck)lonel Oniieron said. ‘And Nazis \Vlu*ic do thev 
come into the pietun*.’^' 

‘ 1 Ik'v VNcre brown be foic* tlie war but 1 su])]^osc that one 
w'oulcl have eallc*cl them wlnl(*s,’ Auclnw' said. 

‘But I thouglil \ou said just now that tlie wdiites W’cre 
lov.il beloie llir w.u/ Colonel Oinurou said. 

* lliat's where the n-al com|di(ation begins, sir,’ Audrey 
said, ‘^'ou see, g(‘ogiapl.\ c oruc's into it as well as poIitic's. 
A w'hite who livc*d outside' Cieirnany or Italy before tlic war 
w'as lo\.il but a white who lived inside Cieriiiany or Italy 
W'as seditious and a black who lued inside (Germany was 
lo\al because lie was up against the rc'ds but of course 
they’re both seditious and subveisive now because the rc'ds 
have won although in laigland it's both sf*ditious and sub- 
versive to be red because dial’s where the pinks come in.' 

'And Volksdeufselie?’ Colonel Omicron asked. ‘I seem 
to remember reading about them somewhere.’ 

‘I'hcy were mostly black before the w^ar until Hitler over- 
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ran them and made white and of course they’re white 
still because the reds doti’t think they’re really red and arc 
frightened they’ll turn M. ck again,’ Audrqy said. 

‘ I must thank you, Miss Quail, for liaving explained the 
set-up so clearly,’ Colonel Oinicron said. "There’s just one 
other thing I want to ask you. I didn’t see Major MePhim- 
ister as I passed through your ofllce just now. Where Is he?’ 

‘He’s in the Zone, sir,’ Audiey said. 

‘On duty, 1 suppose.^’ Colonel Oinicron said, 

‘Tm afiaid not, sir.’ I hc tears came to Audiey’s eyes as 
sh( thought ot Twingo lo\ ing Maria when he wouldn’t love 
her. ‘ Please don’t ask me more, sir/ she said, gulping down 
her sorrow\ 

‘Miss Quail, I am alraid 1 must insist on knowing,’ 
Colonel Omicron said. ‘Please remember that lor the 
moment 1 am both v^our and Major McPliimister’.s com- 
manding olluer. Has Major Mi I’hiinistcr oilicial periul^^ion 
to be absent from Vienna?’ 

‘Ca)lonel Nieobai'-s permission, sir; at least, 1 think so, 
.sir/ Audrey said, licking up with her long tongue at the 
teais which were now flowing down tow aids her mouth. 

‘What do you mean: ‘‘y)u think so/” Kither you know 
or von don’t know'.’ Colonel Oinicron laid a c lumsy hand on 
her slioiilder, < onviiu i-d that he knew' when to he tender. 
‘Audie\ , j)lease.’ 

riie gestuic ol s>m|)athy and the sudden use of Iht 
C hristian name were too much lor Audrey. Snullling wath 
sell-pity, she broke clown completely. 

‘1 know I’ve been a pig to you at times, Blinker, and I’m 
sorry because I know you’re kind, but you see it’s him I love 
and I've liad it because he lovc*s*her,’ she said. 

‘Audi'cy darling, tell rne and I’ll try to understand,’ 
Colonel Ornicroii said. 

‘ Sometimes I try not to hate her and to tell mysell that 
It’s not her fault that Twingo is in love with her but usually 
I can’t help hating her all the same,’ Audrey blubbered on. 
‘What makes it all the more difficult is that at one time 1 
thought she’d gone back to Russia for good and tliat sooner 
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or later Twingo would fall in love with me, because a girl 
can generally make a man fall in love with her if she wants 
him to very much. Of course I tried not to be glad when 
Colonel Nicobar sent her back to Russia in the first instance, 
although during the war she danced for the Nazis in 
Vienna; and I tried to be glad when she escaped and came 
back to the convent again and Colonel Nicobar didn’t send 
her back because he said die Russians weren’t entitled to 
have Volksdeutsche after all even if they were Russian 
Volksdeutsche, but of course I wasn’t glad, because I was 
loving Twingo and wanting him all for myself. And then 
when Twingo persuaded Colonel Nicobar to send her down 
to the Zone so fhat the Russians wouldn’t come snooping 
round alter her any more, well, honestly. Blinker, it was too 
much for me, and I’ve cried myself to sleep every night 
since, because now I know definitely that I’ve lost Twingo 
for ever. 'I'hat’s where he is now, mooning with her in 
Ivlillstatt and telling her that her eyes are like forest pools 
and please believe me that I’m not being catty w'hen I say 
that her eyes are not nearly as like forest pools as mine. Oh, 
Blinker, why is life such a nonsense at times?’ 

But Colonel Omicron w as no longei kindly and warm and 
sympathetic; concentrated like an ostrich about to lay an 
egg, he was poising his pencil above a writing pad. 

‘ Millstatt, did you say ’ ’ he asked 

‘Yes, Blinker, but surely you'ie not going to Please, 

Blinker. I wouldn’t have told you if I'd thought ’ 

‘Audrey, what you have just told me amounts to a 
breach of an international agreement on the part of Colonel 
Nicobar and Major Mr Phimister,’ Colonel Omicron said. 
‘And what did you say this young person’s name was?’ 

‘I didn’t say it was anything. Blinker, but it’s Maria 
'Buhlen and in any case she’s a Russian Volksdeutsche and 
doesn’t require to go back,’ Audrey said. 

‘You've just told me that Hitler made them white and 
that they’re still white and that people who are still white 
are seditious and subversive,’ Colonel Omicron said. He 
reached for the telephone. ‘ Give me the Russians,’ he said. 
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Colonel Nicobar's mission in Rome turned out to be 
supererogatory and when he returned to Vienna he found a 
note on hisjiesk ordering him to report to Brigadier Catlock 
immediately. The brigadier came to the point at once. 

‘The general took a very dim view/ he said. ‘Of coui'sc 
he borrowed your overcoat in return but lie was late for an 
appointment with another V.I.P. through having to have 
the badges of rank changed at the officers’ shop.’ The 
telephone rang and the brigadier began t5 bellow down the 
mouthpiece: ‘Catlock here. 01 course, I’m fly-conscious. 
We’re all fly-conscious. Everybody’s fly-coiiscious. Look 
here, Gascoyne-Savoy, that’s not G.H.Q.al all. I'hat’s old 
Tiddler Tamar. I’ve far too much higli-lcvel stuff to do to 
have time to run round pantries flicking flies off fish-cakes.’ 
He replaced the receiver. ‘Gideon ought to have answered 
that one, but as usual the little pawnbroking son of a 
philanderer isn’t here,’ he said. ‘Oh, I forgot. I was in the 
middle of administering a raspberry, wasn’t 1?’ 

‘Such was my interpretation of our interview, sir,’ 
Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Now look here, Hooky, I don’t want to he unpleasant 
and if it was only a matter o^ ^’our having taken the general’s 
overcoat by mistake it would be easy enougli to wash the 
whole matter out,’ the brigadier said. ‘But unfortunately it 
isn’t. I have here a report from the R. \. F. alleging that you 
intruded a nun into Italy and passed yourself off as a 
general in order to do so. Is th&t true, Hooky.'’’ 

‘ It is and it isn’t, sir,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘ I admit that 
I illegally infiltrated a nun into Italy but the business of the 
general’s overcoat was a genuine mistake. I only discovered 
the fact after the plane had taken off. That, sir, I must ask 
you to believe.’ 

‘Of course I believe it, Hooky,’ the brigadier said. ‘I’ve 
been long enough in the army to be very good at believing. 
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But a nun. Hooky, really! And who is the old bag any- 
way?’ 

JShc Ls the R/iverend Mother Auxilia, superior of tlic 
convent in which you yourself billeted me, sir, and she isn’t 
an old bag,* Colonel Nirol)ar said vehemently. ‘She is a 
very holy, wise and perspicacious woman and I personally 
have a great respect and affection for her.’ 

‘All right, Hooky: don’t lose your wool,* the brigadier 
said. ‘But (‘ven if slic is all these things what did you want 
to tak<‘ lier to Rome for?’ 

‘ I took her to Rome in order tliat she could have a 
private audience with tlie Pope,’ Colonel Nirol)ar explained. 
‘Reverend Motht^r Auxilia was^ver)' distressed when I told 
her that the leason why a gieat numl^er of men of intel- 
ligence and good faith would not accept ollicial Christianity 
was because its re])resentati\(‘s never daied to say the fear- 
less thing that all men could understand. When a Russian 
oflicer and an ex-Ausliian oilicer told hei the same thing 
a.s I did Reverend Mother Auxilia began to think that there 
v\as something in it. And so she *asked me to take her with 
me to Rome iieiause slie thought that she might be able to 
peisuade th<‘ I’ope to sav the leal less thing ‘ 

‘And so vou gave in and took h(‘i,’ the biigadier said. 
‘My (a)d, llookv, we'll have \ou a missionarv next, 
rushing about the jiinglt' and erying “Coo-('e, Di Living- 
stone." on, Hooky, Lm listening.’ He smoothi'd the lock 
ol white liair whndi ga\e liiin distinction and looked 
alU ntive. 

‘ I didn't ac i<'de to hei letjucst at once, sir, and in the end 
it was only thnnigh foiee oi circumstance hut now I am not 
sorry that I did so,’ the colonel said. ‘After all, the world is 
in a pietty hellLsh mess and the chaps in authority don’t 
seem to he hel[>ing us out much, do they? I mean that the 
politicians and those who sit deliberating at high tables 
don’t seem to have a clue and arc still going on perpetrating 
die old crnir of taking the short view instead of the long 
view, 'fhey aie prudent to-day in order that they themselves 
may be safe to-day instead of being good to-day in order 
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that other peoplt? may be safe to-nioriow. And I agree witii 
Reverend Mother Anxilia that it is only by being good in a 
big way that the inhabi'ants of this earth may be saved 
from destruction. And that is why I am glad that I brolc 
regulations and took her to Rome. After all, sir, during the 
war we sacrificed niglit after night boml)crs that cost fifty 
thousand ppunds and the lives of men in order that problem- 
atical destruction might be caused to the enemy. Surely the 
cost of an aeroplane passage and the career of an oilicer is 
not too much to hazard in order tlial the nations of the 
wc»ld may be given one more chance of learning to Ywe 
witli one another?’ 

‘Look here, Hooky, Tve alw'ays been broadminded about 
religion provided of course a chap isn't a Catholic or a Jew 
or a Baptist,’ the brigadier said. ‘But wl)at you don't seem 
to realize is that this escapade of yours is likely to get both 
*)f us into hot water w'ith the big noises at Allied Commission 
lor Austria Headquarters and Vi(*ima Inter-Allied Com- 
mand.' 

‘I'm sorry about that, sir, but I still diink that I acted 
lor the best,’ Colomd Nicobar said. 

'rhere's one otlier thing,’ lh(‘ brigadi(*i said. ‘Where- 
abouts is thi.s nun now.’’ 

‘She's still in Italy,’ the coloiicl said. ‘ Beh^n* I left her in 
Rome 1 explained that I had done all I rould (or her and 
that I couldn’t j)ossibly work her passage back again. 1 told 
her that she must get back to V^ienna under her own steam 
or that she must ask the Pope to hel]) her. She .said tliat .she 
quite understood and that if the worst came to the worst she 
could ahvays go on staying wath .some other nuns in Rome 
and that one ol die other nuns^iere could run tlie convent 
till she got l>ack again.’ 

‘Then she must be extruded f)ut again immediately,’ the 
brigadier said, ‘She cannot be allowed to go on staying in 
Rome, exercising what you of all people ought to know are 
subversive activities. Just imagine for a moment what might 
happen to the world if she succeeded in getting the Pope 
to make some great galumping statement which would make 
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the Russians religious. Stalin would never forgive us. And 
Tito would probably seize Trieste right away/ 

* I don’t think that there is much chance of her succeeding, 
sir, although I still think that it w^ould be a very excellent 
thing indeed if she w'ere to succeed/ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘I disagree entirely/ Brigadier Catlock said. ‘The whole 
thing’s subversive and stinks to high heaven. .Besides, it's 
against gcolog>'. I shall ring up the Travel and Frontier 
Control people <it Headquarters and ask them to get this 
nun l)ack to \"ienna immediately. What did you say her 
name was again and where is she hanging out in Rome ? ’ 
Colonel Nicobar told the brigadier. 

‘Now look hc^e, Hooky, boyj will be ho>s, I know, but 
this sort of thing has got to stop,’ the brigadier said. ‘ I ought 
o( course to furnish a full report to the Allied Commission 
and Vienna Area and the War Office and everybody but 1 
am not going to do so for two reasons. Firstly I am not going 
to do so because the general himself is now safely back in 
London and has no knowledge of the purposes to which you 
are alleged to have put his borrowed topcoat. Secondly, I 
am not going to take ajiy action in the matter because I arn 
prepared to believe youi statement that you yourself were 
xmaware of the lact that yni were wearing the general’s 
overcoat when you told that pilot officer fellow that you 
were perfectly willing to take lull resjxmsibility for fixing 
the nun to Rome. But even if it was only as a full colonel 
that you were willing to take that responsibility, your 
contravention ol travel control regulations still constitutes 
a very serious oflence and that, Hooky, as your superior 
officer, 1 am bound to point out to you. I must also add the 
warning that any further Blob on your part will force me 
to reconsider my decision and to refer the whole matter to 
\he War Office. I’m sorry to have to speak to you like this, 
Hooky, but that’s the way things are.’ 

‘I quite understand, sir,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘Thank 
you very much, sir.’ 

The telephone rang and the brigadier said into the mouth- 
piece: ‘No, Gascoync-Savoy, I know nothing about Gres- 
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ham’s Law but my wife would like to borrow a lawnmowcr.’ 
He put the receiver down again. 

Because he was not a severe or an unkind man at heart 
but only an irritated soldier who had to earn his livin^by 
carrying out the orders of other iriitated soldiers, the 
brigadier smiled at Colonel Nicobai. 

‘ Good old Hooky,’ he said. 
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The Americans were cntcriaiiiing and the quadripartite 
conviviality was going strong, too strong for Brigadier Cat- 
lock, who wanted to have a word with his Russian opposite 
mernl)cr about Chr(‘k drachmae. I'he brigadier’s official 
advisers, two licuieiianl-colonels, sat beside him, but they 
did ru)t df‘tract fi(»in his impatience, because they were not 
speaking to each otlier, as eacli held diverging view's on the 
inllationary aspect of documentary credits. 

*lIow you leeliifg, Sadie?’ an -/^merican colonel asked the 
pietty W. A. A.C. l)f‘side him. 

‘I reckon I’m feeling fine and dandy, Spike,’ the pretty 
VV.A.A.C. said. 'Why, say, I never felt happier in all rny 
lilc.' 

’How’m I doing, Sadie?’ llie American colonel asked. 

‘Why, yo\i’re doing fine, Spike,’ the pretty W.A.A.C. 
said and then turned her large liejuid Turkish delight eyes 
" hill on the brigadier. ‘What you say, general :* Spike’s doing 
fine, Isn’t he 

*1 think that Colonel Miuisebeisser is doing ver)' well 
indeed,’ Brigadier Callock said. 

‘Say, S))ike, that's sw'cll,’ the ))retty W.A.A.C. said. ‘The 
general thinks \i)u're doing fine too. Don’t you think, 
general, tliat in \'icmia thev have the loveliest moon in all 
the world 

'I'his w'as too mueli Tor Brigadier Catlock, who didn’t like 
being called ‘gtMieral’ or talking about moons. With a curt 
nod he got up and left the two lieutenant-colonels to talk 
to Sadie and himself went in search of the Russian colonel, 
\vith whom he was e.^ceedingly anxious to speak. 

‘Well, of all the heels,’ Sadie said. 

‘Well, rii be right go to hell,’ Colonel Mausebeisser said, 
‘lake it I'roin me, Sadie, that guy’s a Hun. The British 
Army’s full of Huns.’ 

But before he could reach the Russian colonel, Brigadier 
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Catlock found himself confronted by the French colonel, 
who said that he y/cs\ iry anxious to talk to him. 

‘ Mon gMraU fai to tjours voulu votis exprimer ma profonde 
admiration pour la grand 2 nation anglaiscy the French colonel 
said. 

'Wee, wee,’ Brigadier Catlock said. 

‘ Car malgrc tons les malentendus^ des fois graves^ j'en conoiens, 
qiii ofit separe nos deux peuples au cours de VhLstoire^ je suis le 
premier a constater que le peuple anglais a toujours fait preuve d^un 
courage magnifique,^ the Frcncli colonel said. 

‘Wee, wee, wee,’ Brigadier Catlock said. 

‘lit en mil rieuf cent quaranie qunnd tout sernhlait si sombre . . .’ 
the French colonel said. 

‘Wee, wee, wee, wee,’ i^rigadier Catlock said. ‘Exkewsay 
rnoi in a hurr)^ wee, w^ce, wtc, wee.’ 

' JHorosh()y\ the Russian colonel said. ‘Pis srneckt Ilmen gut?^ 

Brigadier Catlock ^didn't want to have to talk to the 
Russian colonel about food because lie wanted to get down 
to brass tacks right away and he didii’t w^ant to talk about 
food in (Jcrinan because lie couldn’t talk German, at least 
not very well. He kucw% how<'ver, that it v\oul(l be more 
diplomatic to start the ball rolling by sjieaking about some- 
thing about which the r<‘presentaiiv(\s of' Great Britian and 
Soviet Russia were likely to be abl(' to agree. He decided, 
therefeu’e, to aj^proach the subject of Greek drachmae via 
the uncontiovcrsial topic of sausage hjHs. 

‘ Ileisser Plund se/ir gui,^ he said. 

‘Oat doag ivunderbar^^ the Russian colonel said. 

‘Aber Greek drachmae nicht so wu derbat^' Brigadier Cat- 
lock said. 

‘The Union of Soviet Socjeilist Republics not willing to 
discuss (jreek drachmae only oat doag,’ the Russian colonel 
said. ^ 

‘Now look here, colonel, the matter is irnpoj tant ; it can’t 
be put off for ever,’ Brigadier Catlock said. 

‘The Union of Soviet Socialist Rej ublics think that the 
question of the repatriation to Soviet Russia of Russian 
Volksdeutschc also very important,’ the Russian colonel 
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said. ‘Not a little time ago we ask for repatriation of Maria 
Biihlen hiding convent Vienna. Your Colonel Nicobar big 
man with red hair and one arm also living convent. Maria 
Biihlen handed over to us and sent back to Russia. Maria 
Biihlen escape perhaps because very pretty girl and make 
love to the guards but anyway she escape and come back to 
Vienna. Colonel Piniev go convent and ask if there and 
Colonel Nicobar say no. But when Colonel Nicobar is in 
Rome with nun planning with the Pope an attack on the 
Union ol Soviet Socialist Republics Colonel Omicron ring 
up Colonel Piniev and say Maria Biihlen all the time in the 
British /one of Austria. Russia is not afraid of the Swiss 
Guard Divisions from the Vaticano but Russia wants Maiia 
Buhlen bark Irom the British Zortte of Austria. And that is 
why the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics not willing 
discuss Circek drachmae but only oat doag.’ 
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This time the brigadier came to the point even more 
immediately. 

‘Nicobar, the subject is Maria Buhlen/ he said. ‘Last 
night I waS informed by one of my Russian colleagues that 
she was in the British Zone of Austria. Who sent her there 

‘I sent her there, sir,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘And may I ask why?’ the brigadier asked. 

‘In order tliat the Russians shouldn't forcibly repatriate 
her, sir,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘When \ first liandod her 
over to the Russians on yotir instructions, sir, you distinctly 
said ' 

‘Now look here, Hooky, we’ll never get anywhere if 
you’re going to expec^me to remcinhcr every bloody^illy 
thing 1 ever distinctly said,’ the brigadier said. 

‘. . . YOU distinctly said, sir, that I need not hand her over, 
as you had had the ruling from the Displaeerl Persons 
Division that Russian Volksdcutsche vv(‘re not forcibly ^ 
iepatna])lc,’ Colonel Nicobar (ontinued. ‘Firstly, sir, I 
informed you that Maria Buhlen had returned to Vienna 
in that tiain of expelled Jugoslav Volksdcutsche wliicli you 
ordered me to insj)ect early on Christinas morning. You 
told me to stick her on the wall.’ 

‘That certainly sounds a bit more like me,’ the Inigadier 
said. 

‘Your final instructions, however, s.r, were that I should 
put the matter in writing,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Now look here, Hooky, if you expert me to read every 
piece of bumph that finds its way into my in-tray,’ the 
brigadier said. • 

‘ My orders, sir, were to put the matter in writing and I 
did so,’ Colonel Nicobar said. ‘When I received no reply 
to my report I concluded that I was at liberty to use my own 
judgement. As I knew that the Rus.sian.s were theoretically 
entitled to repatriate her as long as she remained in Vienna 
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and as I was under the impression that you no longer 
wished her to be sent back to Russia against her wishes, I 
sent her down to the Britisli Zone of Austria.’ 

WThat you had no liusiness to do,’ the brigadier said. 
‘And I think that you know that as well as I do.’ 

‘According to the letter of the law no, sir, but according 
to the spirit, yes,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘All I know is that your action has consideraBly embar- 
rassed me in iny relations with the Russians,’ Brigadier 
Catlock said. ‘And that dim bulb Omicron’s ringing up 
Colonel Piniev and letting the cat out of the bag didn’t do 
any good either. I’he silly midden ought to have come to 
me first. But theur;’s no use crying over spilt milk when 
there’s a cat around to lick it up^ And you are going to b(‘ 
the cat: Hooky, you've got to get that girl back from tlic 
British Zone immediately and hand her over to the 
Rus.sians.’ 

‘But, .^ir,' Colonc‘l Nicobar said. 

‘'riiefe aie no ‘‘huts", Hooky,’ the brigadier said. 

‘But \'olk.sd<‘uts(']ic an^n't subversive, sir,' the colonel 
^said. 

‘All \'olks<leuts('he are subversive if 1 say so, Hooky,’ the 
brigadier said. 

‘But, sir,' lh(* colonel said. 

‘It's an ordei, Hooky,' the brigadier s«uil. 

‘d luMi, sii, it is ail order which 1 must refuse to obey,' 
Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘I'm warning you, Hooky,' the brigadier said. 

‘And I’m pleading with you, sir,' Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘ rihs girl has done no wrong except to escape from Russia 
when her })arents were sent tv Siberia and to disagree with 
the political regime at present in force in her countr>\ One 
of. our reasons for fighting this war was to liberate the 
people of Europe from tyranny, by wdiat ever name it called 
itself. And one of our proudest boasts ought to be that in 
our Displaced Persons Camps we are maintaining at this 
vei*y moment thousands of unhappy human beings who arc 
unw'illing to go home because they are afraid of the new 
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tyranny which has been established there. Maria Biihlen is 
one of these thousands, sir; her case is no different from 
theirs.’ 

‘ Her case is different from theirs in that she is a Displadfcd 
Russian Volksdeutsche who was originally uncovered in the 
Innercstadt of Vienna and must consequently be considered 
as a Soviet citi7en subject to Russian regulations,’ Brigadier 
Callock sai3. ‘Once and for all. Hooky, are you or are you 
ju)t going to hand this girl over?’ 

‘I am sorry, sir, but my answer must be that I atn not 
goii'.g to hand her over,’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘ In that case, Nicobar, you leave me no option,’ Brigadier 
Callock said. ‘You arc to hand over yoi^r functions once 
more to Colonel Omicron, who will also Ijc given the 
responsibility of carrying out my order which you have just 
i( fused to obey, l^ending the result of my submission of the 
whole matter to the WA Office you are to consiiler yourself 
triii[)t)rarily unemployed. As this is the second grave breach 
t)i’ discipline wliicli you have committed within a short 
jieriod, I shall of course be forced to include the matter of 
yo\ir breach ol' travel control regulations in iny rc])ort. 'I'hat, 
1 think, will be all for tl\c moment. G’W-morning, Nieobar.’ 
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When Maria Buhlcn was brought back from Millstatt she 
shot herself through the breast before she could be handed 
over to the Russians and now she lay dying in her old room 
in the convent. Schwester Kasimira had explained to her 
how gravely she had sinned in seeking to take her own life 
because it was the duty of Christians to leave it to Almighty 
God to send death how and when he would, and the old 
priest wliosc collar always stuck up too much at the back 
had been sent Jb», to slirive her, to anoint her and to give 
her Holy Coimnunion. * 

The priest was gone now and Maria lay with her eyes 
closed and with her hair brushed out in golden strands upon 
the pillow. A crucifix stood on he/ bedside-table between 
two candles w hich Schwester Kasimira had lighted for wdien 
the priest should bring the Blessed Sacrament. The nun, 
had, however, forgotten to remove the lotions and the oint- 
ments and the pigments from the dressing-table, and the 
two tiny tongues of llaine burned again in tinier tongues in 
the silver tops ot bottles and backs of mirrors, hallowing the 
pathetic little armoury' of enticement. Twingo sat beside 
her, the tears streaming from his eyes. 

^ Macht nichts, 1 wingo, nicht aeinen^ y'ou must not weep.’ 
She kept her eyes closed and prayed a little, as Schwester 
Kasimira said she must pray, if she wanted (iod to forgive 
her: ^ In Deine Hdnde^ Herr^ befehl ich meinen Geist.^ Then she 
opened lior eyes and tried to smile across her pain. ‘Please 
to be near me as you were by the lake,’ she said. ‘I am 
liking it so very much wdien you are near me as you were by 
the lake.’ 

‘Maria,’ Twingo gulped. 

‘Please not to be weeping,’ she said, ‘Please just to be 
holding my hand like nobody’s business.’ She clos^ her eyes 
again, clasping his hand happily in hers. ^ Heiligstes Herz 
JesUy ich vertraue auf Dick: ich glaube auf Deine Liebe zu mir. 
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Please, Twingo, to be thinking of me sometimes when you 
are being happy again witli one of ten thousand other girls. 
Please, Twingo, not to be thinking that I am jealous but 
please not to be loving her as you loved me.' * 

‘Maria, Maria, darling, you mustn’t,’ Twingo said. 

Schwester Kasimira came in again with an open book in 
her hands. In her big pleated skirt she knelt down by the 
bed and began to read aloud from her book; ‘Keiner lebt 
sich selber und keiner stirbt sich selber. Leben wir, so leben wir dm 
Herrn; sierben wir, so sterben wir dem Herrn. Darum im Leben und 
m Steihen sind wir des Herm.' So this is what life is really about, 
'Iwingo thought as he listened, living and dying unto God. 
He had seen men die on the battlefield, torn apart in a 
burst ol entrails and God hadn’t seemed to have inurli to 
do with it, but Srhwester Kasimira, reading away holy 
German words out of her big book, seemed to know tliat 
even those untidy deatfts had been died unto God. As 
Srhwester Kasimira read on with her plain splodgy faoe 
meaning every word and Maria lay there with her eyes 
closed saying nothing Twingo knelt down beside the bed 
too and tried to think about life being about living and 
dying unto God. Before he had met Maiia life hadn’t been 
about God at all but only about sherry and slocks and 
shares and the marchesa’s silk stockings. Even after he had 
met Maria life hadn’t been much about God but only about 
Maria herself and kissing her under the brim of her wide 
white hat; but now that she lay there dying because she 
hadn’t wanted to go back to Russia the world was all about 
God and he didn’t think Schwester Kasimira and the nuns 
silly any longer. 

* Susses Herz Maria, sei meine ReHung,' Sdiwestcr Kasimira 
began to pray. 

The dying girl opened her eyes. 

' Susses Herz Maria,* she tried to pray back and her hand 
stirred in Twingo’s. ‘Like nobody’s business,’ she said and 
then she died. 
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As usual Brigadier Catlock was talking on the telephone 
when Colonel Nicobar called to sec him in his office for the 
last time. ‘No, I don’t know him from a bar of soap, but 
you can lake it from me that the green fly’s the tiling in 
Kashmir, old boy,’ he was saying. As soon, however, as he 
recognized the identity ol his visitor, the brigadier laid down 
the reetdver and addrcss(*d the colonel in a tone of genuine 
distress. 

‘ I looky, old koy, I can’t tell you how .sorr\’ I am that this 
terrible thing lias liap{)eried,’ ‘he said. 

‘ Frn sorr y too, sir,’ Colonel Nicoliar said. ‘And poor 
'Juingo’s ('V(‘n sorrier, d'liey were in lov(\ you see, and 
wanlc'd to get niarr‘i(‘d.’ 

, ‘I'm sorry aboiu that too, Hooky,' the brigadier said. He 
was sihnit Ibr a little so tlial the ef)lonel might understand 
that li<‘ really meant what he sairl. ‘I still maintain, how- 
ever, that I a('t('d according to the bor^k: although Russian 
Volk.sdents('he are not < on]|)ulsr)rily lepatrialile the gir l was 
originally Mneo\'<‘ied in th(‘ Innerestadt ' 

‘11 'SOU don't mind, sir, hu’s f)i<MS(' r'ot go into all lliat 
again,’ tlie colonel said. ‘What has been df)iu' has liern done 
and lUJlliing (an undo it. Without wishing in any way, 
howev(‘r, either to be or to appear insubordinate, I sliall 
always iliink that Maria Buhlen’s ease was one in wliicli 
rleiiieiK'v nilglit luive been exercised. All o\Tr the world, sir, 
Raeliel is still weeping for her rliildrcn and, what is even 
w^orse, many children li*we no Rachel to w('ep Ibr them. 
And unless we nndei*stand that pity is a virliie tliere is no 
hope k)r us.' 

‘That’s all riglu, Hooky; 1 know* just how you feci,’ the 
brigadier said. ‘ rhere’s just one other thing : about my 
rejrort to the War Oflicc ’ 

‘ Yes, sir ? ’ 

‘Tm sorry to have to tell you that I’m afraid they’re 
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taking a poor view/ the brigadier went on. 'In fact, they 
go so far as to say that they refuse to discuss tlie matter by 
correspondence. Look here, Hooky, to cut the cackle, tly 
long and the short of it is that they’ve issued instructions for 
you to relinquish your appointment here and to report hack 
to Whitehall immediately.’ 

‘That’s quite all right by me, sir/ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Honestly, Hooky, I can’t tell you how sorry I am that all 
this has happened,’ the brigadier said. 

‘'fhat’s all right, sir,’ the colonel said. 

‘^ou must admit, though, that y'ou rather forced my 
hand,’ the brigadier said. 

‘I admit that, sir,’ the colonel said. 

'All the same, Hooky, it’s decent oi you to Mke things 
thL way,’ the brigadier said. 

‘We’re not civilians, ’^thc colonel .said. 

'There did not seem to be anything more to be .said. 

‘Well, goodbye, Hooky, and all (he best/ tlie brigadier 
said. 

‘And to you, sir,’ Ck)lonel Nicobar said 

Although it was late that evening when tlic col»>nel relumed 
to his office, the little Austrian girl was still playing l>cneath 
the trees, because it was longer light now. With her skirt 
flying, she came running towards him and gave him her 
hand. 

'Guten Abends Mickey Mouse,’ the (oloiiel said 

‘Mickey Mouse, ha, ha,’ the little gi^l said 

‘ Wie all biU du?' the colonel asked. 

‘ hh bin funf Jahre alt^^ the little girl said. 

This time, however, he did not ask her why she was not 
at school but bent and kissed her, because he wanted to 
carry away with him a little of the benediction of her 
childhood. 
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‘Eugene didiri talk turkey after all,’ Reverend Mother 
Auxilia said to Colonel Nicobar as she sat with him at the 
back of the \'otifkirche, where she had asked^ him to pray 
with her before he left Vieniia for good. The colonel hadn’t 
found it easy to pray, perhaps because he hadn’t tried for 
so long, perhaps because the draught blowing through the 
shattered window panes was making his non-existent fingers 
ache. Indeed so sharp had been the stabs of agony that he 
had to get uj:) afid walk round the church in an attempt to 
still them, ‘dkn toten kameraden des weltkrieges 
1914-1918; FUR iiEiMAT UNO volk’ he had read en- 
graved in gold above a list of names on a black marble 
pla(|uc, and he had concluded that^t wasn't only in England 
that humble tragedy failed to be eloquent. He was still 
thinking about this when he came bark to wait for Reverend 
Mother Auxilia to finish praying. 

‘Ho didn't talk turkey, but he talked good sense,’ 
Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 

A concatenation of nonsense dimly remembered from 
1920 raced irresistibly through the coloners mind : ‘Oh, oh, 
oh, my sweet Hortense, she ain't got money but she’s got 
good sense. She's got wonderful teeth in her mouth: one 
points north and the other points south.’ He stifled the 
rigmarole against the image of a knobbly-l'aced priest in a 
shiny cassock w^alking down the church to pray in front of 
the sanctuary rails, From his ugliness and poverty it w^as 
obvious that he was a very holy priest. 

‘'I'hat was just wdiat I w^as afraid of, Reverend Mother,’ 
die said. 

‘You and I have both been wTong, Herr Oberst,’ Rev- 
erend Mother Auxilia went on. ‘The Pope pointed that out 
to me quite clearly. He was very kind and he remem- 
bered us meeting as children and he knew all about St 
Walburga of Graz but he didn’t think that it was due to 
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her inspiration that you were wearing your general’s over- 
coat/ 

‘Tm afraid the general doesn’t think so eitlier,’ Colonel 
Nicobar said. 

‘ Please to be listening to me patiently, Herr Oberst, and 
I shall try to be telling you what tlie Holy Father w*as saying,’ 
Reverend pother Auxilia said. "I am knowing that I have 
caused you a lot of trouble with your superior officers and 
for that I am very sorry, especially as the Pope is not wishing 
to do the thing that you and I were wishing him to do: 
to speak to the nations of the world in a plain and penetrat- 
ing voice. He will continue to speak, of course, as and when 
the Holy fjhost moves hjin and will (Continue to issue 
encyclicals.’ 

‘Encyclicals,’ the colonel said impatiently. ‘But nobody 
ever pays any attenflto to them, apart iVom a lot of half- 
baked priests and nunj’ 

‘lhat was what tlie Pope was saying, although he was 
perhaps not expressing himself quite that way,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. ‘ For who, Hoi r Oberst, listens to Jesus 
Christ either, apart from a lot of hall-fried priests and 
monks? And Jesus Christ has spoken very long ago, and in 
simple w'ords ol meaning that could not possilily be mis- 
iindei stood unless, Herr Oberst, they were will'ully mis- 
understood. The words have gone out to the ends of the 
earth, Herr Oberst, ringing acioss mountains and snows and 
rivers, telling man that w^hatsoever he would that men 
should do to him, that he should do to them, and calling 
upon him to love the Lord his God with wliole heart and 
with his w'hole mind and his neighbour as himself. And in 
order that there should be nq^excusc for men not under- 
standing, God has been allowing this lesson of love to be 
expressed also by the prophets of the less true religions <Jf 
India and Japan and China, showing men hov^ they might 
be .saved from themselves not only in the next world but in 
this. The Church, Herr Oberst, is not here to invent a new 
truth because there is no such thing sis a new truth, because 
truth is from all time and docs not change because men 
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through meddling with God’s secrets have unleashed a 
power with which they may destroy themselves. Atomic 
power is not a new truth because it has been a truth or a 
pfank in God’s creation from the beginning of time ; it is 
only an i)rd truth recently revealed by man, but not by God. 
Sanctifying grace, Herr Oberst, is not a new truth either 
because it also has been a truth or a plank in Gjd’s creation 
since the beginning of time, it is only an old truth a long 
time ago n^vraled by God, because it is necessary for man’s 
salvation. And the purpose of the Church, Herr Oberst, the 
func li(>ii of prelates, is to be guarding these old truths a long 
time ago levealed hy God, so that they may still be the same 
truths to point tRe way to men in their troul)lc.’ 

I'he priest kneeling at tlie sanctuary rails rose and walked 
away int(i the sacristy in his shiny cassock. The wind came 
ill through the jagged edges of the windows in the apse and 
flaj)[K*tl the white clotli on the al(&r and blew the candle 
flames squint. "I’he colonel's ghostly fingeis began to ache 
again but he did not notice the pain much because he was 
too bu.sy thinking alxnit what RevTiend Mother Auxilia 
liad just .said. 

‘ I arn believing that you are not iiiiderstaiuling altogether 
what 1 liave been saying,’ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. 
‘You are perhaps wondciing why tdd limbs should be 
ie(juiring a Clhurcli and a hieraicby to keep tliein the same 
truths as when ihc) were first reve.iled to man by Ciod. 
Well, 1 shall irW you: even truths i(‘vcaled by (iod can be 
foolishly reported bv the crowd and even distorted hy evil 
men for their own piir]K)ses. Let me give you an cxamj)le : 
both Hitler and Mussolini knew in tlu'ir own hearts that it 
was their duly to love thCir fellow -men but instead they 
denied (jod's reaching and prodaiincd that iniglit w^as right 
And that force was v ii tue If there had l^ccn no Church down 
the ages to conserve (iod’s truths, if there had been no 
priests and deacons to repeal God's message and to explain 
it, you and I would jHThaps not be knowing that it was our 
duty to succour our Iriends and our enemies in their distress. 
And to whom else would you cntnist God’s counsel to-day? 
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To the White Home ? To Downing Street? To the filys^e? 
To the Kremlin ? No, Herr Obcrst, churchmen have often 
been weak and vain and fuaibitious and cowardly, but never 
has the Church of God allowed the lamp of God quite fo 
go out, and never has the Church been teaching, that hatred 
and lusting and lying and stealing were right, but always 
ihat hatred ^ind lusting and lying and stealing were wrong.’ 

The colonel tried to find a flaw in Reverend Mother 
Auxilia’s argument, but even if he had found one, he 
wouldn’t have told Reverend Mother Auxilia, because he 
was too fond of her. People began to come into the church 
and to kneel in the pews in front of them and grave little 
girls in coloured frocks wayced slowly do\fn the aisle with 
their hands folded. 

‘And men have always been mocking at priests more 
because they have d5^^ to preach Christ’s message than 
because they have bem afraid to preach it,’ ReverAid 
Mother Aiixilia went on. ‘They have mocked at priests 
because they themselvrs did not want to listen to Christ’s 
message but to disobey it, because lilfc was more coinlortable 
that way. The treason of the laity has been greater than the 
treason of the clerks, Herr Obcrst. But now that the conse* 
quences of disobeying (iod’s will are so evident and because 
their major disol^ediences of Cod’s will are appearing as 
though they weie going to put an end to their minor dis- 
obediences of God’s will, men are becoming frightened and 
asking why the pric:>ts have not preached truth inoM' clearly. 
If they were really Ciiristian they would iK)t be frightened 
of the end of the woild, because if they had led good lives 
they w'ould know that they weic about to see God face to 
face; no, they are frightened o^the sight of t)ie end of the 
world because they want to go on buying and selling in the 
marketplaces.’ * 

‘ I don’t want to go on buying and selling in the market 
place and yet I am frightened of the tliought of the end of 
the world,’ Colonel Niccjbar said. 

‘When I was in Rome the Holy Father was saying three 
things to me,’ Reverend Mother Auxilia said. ‘Firstly he 
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was saying that our Lord had already preached the gospel 
and that he himself had three hundred thousand priests 
under his orders trying to make men obey it ; secondly, he 
vfas saying that we must never forget that our Lord himself 
had said* that many were called but few were chosen ; 
thirdly, he was saying that our Lord had never promised 
happiness in this life even to those who obeyed his com- 
mands, but only happiness in the next world. Please for us 
both to be thinking about these three things, Herr Obcrst, 
and then pcrliaps we shall be humble and content with 
trying to be good ourselves and to be making others good 
by our own example.’ 

Colonel Nicobar still felt that there was a catch in it somc- 
u here and he w anted to ask Reverend Mother Auxilia what 
the answer was about those who honestly could not accept 
the divinity of Christ or the truth o? the Christian revela- 
tion; but a change in Reverena Mother Auxilia’s de- 
meanour prevented him. 'Phe priest wlwj had been kneeling 
at the s.inctuai7 came out of the sacristy in a clumsy 
cheap wliite chasuble and with his unbrushed red hair 
falling in a lick over his lorehead began to say mass. 

When the mystery v\as over Reverend Mother Auxilia 
accompanied the colonel to Ins car which was waiting 
outside the church. 

‘Goodbye, Herr Oberst, and please not to be sad,’ she 
said. 

‘I don’t think I’m sad often really,’ the colonel said. 

‘ I am knouang that you are sad, Herr Obcrst,’ Reverend 
Mother Auxilia said. ‘I am knowing that you are sad 
because when you are gay*it is not you who are gay and I 
am knowing that Twingo is gay because when he is sad it 
is not he who is sad.’ 

‘And what's going to be the answer to it all, Reverend 
Mother?’ Colonel Nicobar asked. 

‘I’m afraid I haven’t a sausage,’ Reverend Mother 
Auxilia said. 
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‘Is my dress all right at the back, dear?’ Mr? Omicron, 
who had arrived from England that afternoon,^ asked her 
husband as^she prepared to mount the long staircase at the 
Kinsky Palace, which wasn’t quite as gay as it used to be, 
even if Operation Henpeck was now known as the Married 
Families’ Scheme. 

’ A. I . at Lloyd’s,’ Colonel Omicron said unenthusiastically. 

‘Now, Humphrey, are you sure you’re really looking 
properly?’ Mrs Omicron asked, shakin{> out a bunch of 
black silk. ‘Sometimes, dear, I think you don’t pay much 
attention to what I’m saying. I mean your eyes wander and 
I’ve told you time aiM^ime again that I like people to listen 
to me with their eyes asHvell as with their ears.’ 

‘How in the name of heaven, Constance, do you expect 
me to listen to you with my eyes from behind ? ’ Colonel 
(^micron asked. 

‘ I can feel when you’re listening with your eyes and when , 
you aren’t,’ Mrs Omicron said, ‘You seem to forget that 
woman in Bournemouth told me I was psychic.’ 

‘Ha, ha, your aura, what?’ Colonel Omicron said. 

‘There’s no need to be rude, Humphrey,’ Mrs Omicron 
said. ‘I was under the impression we had come here to 
enjoy ourselves but here you go again, spoiling things as 
usual.’ 

‘Now look here, Constance, if you're going to start 
getting unpleasant,’ Colonel Omicron said. 

‘I’m not getting unpleasant, Humphrey; it’s you who arc 
being unpleasant,’ Mrs Omicron said. ‘ I’m^ almost beginning 
to think that you’re sorry I came out to Vienna ’ 

This was a dangerous topic which Colonel Omicron 
avoided by not answering his wife’s accusation. Instead he 
manoeuvred her into the bar and steered her skilfully pMt 
Audrey, who was standing knocking back pink gins with 
the Roumanian general, who was now looking for only 
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sixty loyal Roumanians. A double sherry seemed to do the 
trick : Mrs Omicron stuck her l)ig beak into it with relish, 

‘This’d cost you a fortune in England/ she said. 

‘ It’s not really given away over here,’ Colonel Omicron 
said. 

‘There •you go again: being mean, grudging me my 
enjoyment,’ Mrs Omicron said. 

‘I’m not ginjdging you your enjoyment,’ Colonel Omicron 
said. ‘ I^)ok here, Constance, why will you always persist in 
misinterpreting my most innocent remarks?’ 

‘TlicyVc not innocent remarks; they’re insulting re- 
marks,’ Mrs Omicron said. ‘All I can say is, Humphrey, 
that I hope you ftaven’t been carrying on like those men at 
the bar witli these young girls there. If you ask me my 
opinion, I think it's positively degrading.’ 

‘Nf>body's asking you your opini^'t Constance,’ Colonel 
Omicron said. * 

‘Oil yes, they arc, Humphrey: I'm asking myself my 
opinion,’ Mrs Omicron said. ‘Humphrey, I want you to 
.msw’er me a question : have you or have you not been 
demeaning yourself with these fast women?’ 

'Damn it all, Constance, they’re not fast women,’ 
C'adonel Omicron said. 

‘Humphrey, have you or have vou not htcn demeaning 
y>urseir?’ Mrs Omicron asked. 

‘Not,’ Coloiu'l Omicron said. 

‘Swear?’ Mrs Omicron said. 

‘Swear,’ Colonel Omicron said. 

It was then that Audrey came up to them, swinging her 
hips and looking luscious. 

‘At it again, sweetie pie ?^’, she said. 
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Every day for three weeks Colonel Nicobar had reported 
to the War Office but always the icj)ly had been that tJie 
general was in Jaj3an and would see him when hfe returned. 
With strikos and queues London didn’t seem to be what it 
used to be, and, alone in the crowded empty Cliristless world 
of pedigree and chemists’ shops, the colonel had more tlian 
once almost lost hope. His wife and dfiughters were in I Vvon 
and in the hotel the waitresses were impertinent and tlie 
other guests weic shockers to look at. I'liis morning, how- 
ever, when he came down to breakfast he was cheered by 
the sight of two letters liom Vienna : one was from Schwcstei 
Kasimira and the other from Sergeant Moonlight; he 
opened Srhwester KViunira’s first, 'llie i.ini had wriltan in 
rieiuh : 

Mon (hit coloml, 

Je lorn emoic ce\ quelqiies mots pour ions dne comhien notre communauU 
rc^rtUe votre depart dc Vunne. i liaqvt jour nous prions dans la cliaptllcy 
pour qiie le Bon Duu ions emou la Iwnim, J^ous pnisotus buntot cornmnea 
une tuiaanu duttt intention, 

Le commandant AUPhirmster parait tou jours hcnucoup soujfrit de la 
irurlle peite quil iievt de subir cn la persunne de Maria, Aous prions 
bcaucoiip pour bn ainsi qv pour file 

Auus fsptrons touUs que loiis etfs in bonne sant^; soit^ruz bun ct 
pTkuu\ don de Dun, 

La RMrende Mhe Auxilia me pnt d( vous saluer bun amualtrnent de 
sa part, car elle qardc im ties bon souicnir de vous, 

Vemllez a^rnr, monsieur le colonel, rexjression de mes vmlleurs 
sentwunts tn noire Seigneur, 

Kasimira 

1 odiUr (les Ihibifin (leistes. 

At first the colonel was disappointed by the f orivcntional 
phraseology of the letter, which scarcely seemed to mirror 
llic enchantment of their friendship iii \ ienna. Were these 
sterile phrases all that remained of their high convictions 
and of the Reverend Mother Auxilia’s attempt to convert 
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world? Then he realized that Schwester Kasimira was 
lino simple and holy to have been able to write otherwise, 
because those who were good at obeying God were not good 
at^lking about it. 

SergeanJ Moonlight’s letter was not quite so spiritual : 
Dear Sir, 

I am writmg this to tell you that 1 am missing you, sir. Things 
are not the same since you’ve gone with Colonel Omicron stamping 
round the ofGce like a big cheese and never saying goodmoming 
or anything. This Ls not intended to be mutinous, sir, but some- 
times 1 think he’s a little too aloft, sir. 

I have always admired you, sir, because you are a good soldier. 
Also be< ausc my father looked just like you, sir. My father was a 
big man and sometimes his language wasn’t very idealistic. I 
don’t know what gases there were In him when he died but he 
swelled up hke a balloon. Fate, ain’t it, sir. 

All the ver^Sest wishes, sir, 

With regards, sir, 

Yours sincerely, 

James Moonlight. 

The colonel folded both letters and put them away in his 
pocket. At the next table two middle-aged women were 
* talking animatedly about clothing coupons. Three tables 
further away a man with grey hair was telling another man 
with a polished bald head tliat these ex-officer fellows would 
have to roll up their sleeves and get down to a hard job of 
work again if they wanted to earn their living in industry. 
At another fable a willowy young man with wavy hair had 
interrupted his reading of Immanuel Kant to tell a waitress 
that he wouldn’t have voted labour if he had known that 
the new government wasn’t going to increase the marmalade 
ration. Was this for what Schwester Kasimira had prayed and 
Sergeant Moonlight risked 1^ life ? Perhaps the Pope was 
ri^ht, after all. However hard His Holiness howled he 
wouldn’t do any good. The human race was hopeless. The 
only answer seemed to be bigger and better atom bombs. 

Outside it was pouring, great stabs of rain, like knitting 
needles. The colonel took a taxi to the War Office, chiefly 
because of the rain. 
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To his surprise they told him that the general had 
returned from Japan the previous evening and would see 
him that morning, so the colonel sat down to wait and to 
wonder what was going to happen to him..A severe repri- 
mand probably, loss of a pip and a tour of duty in Burma 
or Scottish Command. A major-general was also waiting to 
see the general but he didn’t talk to the colonel and sat with 
a stony unseeing stare, sticking out his lower lip and looking 
like a baboon. The colonel thought for a little about what 
he would say to the major-general if he himself were a 
lieutenant-general. Then the major-general went in to see 
the general and the colonel began to wonder again about 
what w'as going to happen to him. 

The major-general was ouf again almost immediately and 
walked down the corridor with an important look on his 
face. Breathing a silent prayer to Schwestcr Kasimira to 
pi ay for him, Colonel ^ijicobar went in to see the genrjtal 
'1 he general was chewing his handkerchief, a great big red 
one with yellow .spots. 

‘All, Nicobar,’ the general greeted and did not seem too 
angry. ‘ Of course, I remember. Cousin of that chap in tlie 
Goth w^ho stole that Spalding Midget from me in igi 2 . Yes, 
VOS, I’m still chewing handkerchiefs, but it’s quilts my wile 
gets waxy about. Says they’re irreplaceable. VVe’re living in 
the country now, you know. Of course, I haven’t been there 
since I got back but I hope to get down for week-ends. 
Quite a decent little estate with a small pond too. My wile 
says I ought to drain the pond because it always keeps 
overflowing and messing up the garder but I say where on 
earth would I put all my old razor blades?’ His tone 
suddenly became official: ‘The subject, Nicobar, is con- 
versivc activities.’ 

‘ •S'l/frvcrsive c^ctivities, you rne^n, don’t y^u, sir?’ Colonel 
Nicobar said. 

‘No, I don’t, Nicobar,’ the general said. ‘I mean con- 
versive activities. You see, Nicobar, w re reforming the 
army, getting rid of old shibboleths and outworn customs, 
letting chaps read in bed and not go to church, in short 
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making the army the opposite of what it used to be. And 
Tvc decided to put you in charge of the operation.’ 

‘Thank you, sir, but * the colonel said. 

^ ‘Please do not interrupt me, Nicobar, until I’ve finished 
speaking^’ the geneial said. ‘I can’t tell you how much I 
admired that stunt of yours pinching my topcoat in Vienna. 
Showed &n originality of thought and a preference for un- 
orthodox rnciiiods which is entirely commendable. And all 
to get a nun to Rcune so that she could have a chinwag wdth 
the Pope. A little bit against mcxlern thought, perhaps, you 
know, spirit ol the times, and all that, but the method w'as 
admirable. And in modern warlare, it’s method that counts, 
initiative, tenacity of purpose. Well, you're gang to get 
your reward. I’rn going to seivi you on a world tour and 
you’ll start ofl* as a brigadier.’ 

‘But, sir ’ Colonel Nicobar said. 

‘Look here, Nicobar, it's no use ^\\r telling me that yon 
didn't take that tojx'oat on purpose,’ die g<‘neral said testily. 
*I know that's the tale you told that dim bulb C'atlock, but 
it w'on’t wUsSli witli me. An^i in «iiiy case Fve nuicle up my 
mind that y(»u'rc the man for the job. And once I've made 
up my mind about anything nothing can alter inv decision. 
Look luTc, Nicobar. Don't you understand I'm wanting 
you tr> have taktm to{)cr)ar on ])ur})ose. Come, come, 
you did take it on j)urpose, didn't you?’ 

I’rying not to think ol Schwtstcr Kasimira, Ck)lonel 
Nicobar remembered wluit Rever<*iid Mcale'r Auxilia had 
said in the aeroplane about lier Holy Founder St Walbiirga 
of (ira/ not letting him down, 'riicre might be more in all 
this than met the eye. He grinned slowly at the general. 
After all, he might as well be promoted Ibr a sheep as for a 
lamb. 



The Treasure of the Sierra Madre b . traven 

This novel tells the story of the search for oil jand gold in thc^ 
vtnld mountainous country of Mexico. The search for oil is 
highly organized and most of the ^workers in tlic. nSincs arc 
•mually temporarily engaged, hard worked, and dismissed at 
the end of the job. Three men, tired of such an existence, 
undertake td seek gold on their own account. They strike 
lucky and work feverishly to save enougli to become indepen- 
dent, but they are attacked by bandits and forced to leave 
their mine^ In escaping from their enemies however, personal 
giccd leads to dissensions among themselves, which end in 
murder. 

The author is familiar witl\ Mexican industiialization of the 
19'jos and caily 1930s and a trcncliant entu of it. llis story 
is told in the simple direct language oPthe niiiuTs themsclvc’s, 
which heightens the t citcment of dramatic action in this 
parable oi' exploitation a^d competition from which no one 
gains. 

The Harsh Voice rebixca wfst 

The hook contains four short novels - Thtie is Ao Conversation^ 
life S nlniu, I la Salt oj EatOu and The Ahulmti Vision which 
illuvlratc the elfcrt on the lives ol men and w'omc^i living in 
Jlngland and .Xineric a ol ‘ tiie haish voice wc hear when money 
talk*, nr hate ' ( i 1 3(1; * 

‘ 1 ins is the best Ixjok Miss West has yet wTitlrri. It contains 
lour “ short novels *\ each of (h<mi has (he flavour of literature 
... 1 lie quality of her wTiting is shcjwn by the fai I that it is 
impossible to skip a sentence as one reads. '1 he* w^t is the wit 
of observation rather than of phrase '1 he second *>tory is a 
masterpiece of virtuosity , . . 'J he* third a brilliant pi<*c<‘ ol 
work with an ending that would ^mcjst have satisfied Strind- 
berg. Here wc have a number ol human oddilics set before us 
in comic and pitiful lights b> a remarkable literary - TJu 
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